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A PICTURE OF LIFE. 



CHAPTER I. 



DITBODUOnoN. 



TN the rock of distance Colambns saw the Statue of 
■*- America, and cut it out in 1492. 

Ferdinand kindlj cheered him, and Queen iBabella 
Bold her jewels to provide the artist with his eoetlj. 
tools. 

B; the magic power of enterprise, the statue be- 
came alive, and its cheeks glowed with beauty and 
health. 

Britain, France, Spain, Portugal, Sweden, Holland, 
and Bussia coveted the maiden, anU seized hold of her 
garments, 

In 1776, the maiden withdrew her hand from Eng- 
land, but allowed some of her tresses to fall on the 
British throne, where they still linger lovingly. Since 
then one hnndred years have bloomed and faded. 

But this one thing we desire : from the lofty corri- 
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dors of this Centeouial — 1876 — to send down tbrongh 
all the ages to come, this beseeching cry, " Oh, ye gid- 
dy-minded men and women, — ^youths and maidens, — 
what treasure do ye hope to take to the Centennial 
of the'Ages — Time's grand Review — The Judgment 
Day, where the Judge is the King Eternal, and the 
least prize secures an immortality of honor and bliss ? " 

Cheer up, ye fallen ones, stand carefully, ye that 
have not fallen, and form this resolve, " By God's help 
we will take ourselves, and bur children." 

Should this cry be heard, and the memory of this 
first American Centennial be kept green, this Picture 
of Life will not be drawn in vain. ' 

Tery deeply indeed do we realize the dignity and 
the solemnity of life. But there are cares and troubles 
as well as dignities and solemnities. 

In order that for a season ye may forget your 
troubles and be refreshed against the burden of your 
cares, listen kindly while we strive to please you. 

Some form of entertainment is a necessity of our 
nature. Why is it that the aged man is willing to 
take his seat in the comer and his wife to take hers in 
the opposite comer? It is simply because having 
solved the problem of life, they now live in Memory- 
land. 

They have nearly made thevoyage of Time. They 
began the trip i> childliood — gathering the flowers 
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that adorned the Bhore. In manhood and woman- 
hood, they breasted the etorm. They went far out 
upon the deep — now toseed up to the very stare — and 
now plunged down, down to the depths. 

But they fainted not — and at length the winds 
died, and the waves, though long sobbing, like a troub- 
led child fell asleep on their mother's breast, 

And in tha cottaga on the shore, 
Thej tell life's etarj o'er ud o'er. 
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CHAPTER II. 

SERIOUSLY, almost sullenly, came a lad into a 
Kentnckj school-room, nearly iifty years ago. 

He took hie accnstomed place, and opened oat 
his book to stady ; bnt the tears diilled his vision. 

He was a goodly lad to look upon — straight as an 
arrow, and light-stepping as a fawn. 

He had red cheeks and a white forehead ; soft 
plentiful hair, and bright eyes, of so dark a grey as to 
eeena nearly black. The boy's name was Jonathan 
Boone ; but for brevity's sake he was called " Johnnie 



Soon after, two other lads entering the schodl- 
room with boisterous manners and dushed faces, were 
halted by these words of the master, "Boys, what 
excuse for your delay V 

The elder, while a frown rested on his brow, 
replied, 

"Johnnie Booney." 

So sad a charge against so kind a boy must be 
investigated, and forthwith the lad and his accusers 
Btand face to face. 

Master. — Henry, make known thy charges. 
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Henry. — He promised to get na something, -which 
he kept — and carsed. 

Master. — What answer hast thon ? If any, make it, 
quicklj. 

Boone. — Their kite lodged in a lofty tree. They 
promised ine a silver star upon it, if I would get it 
safely, which done, they denied me, and by force I 
took it. It was mine. 

Master. — How saith thon it was thine ? Did yoa 
make purchase and pay money, and peacefully work a 
change of title by mntnal consent ? 

Boone. — I gave something in place of money. I 
gave my strength, my time, my conrage. 

Master. — He said you cursed. 

Boone. — I cursed not. I said that Satan lov'es 
snch boys as they ; and gets them beds in prisons and, 
a home in hell. 

Master. — How know you this is true? 

Boone. — Because my mother's Bible tells me so. 

Master, — Were you not afraid to climb the lofty 
tree? 

Bo07ie.—No, ear, for father tells me to fear 
nothing bnt sin. He says sin is like a frost ; it 
withers every thing it touches. 

Master. — Ton might have fallen and been killed. 

Boone. — My mother tells me to do my duty, and 
God will bless my death, whenever it may come. 
1* 
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Willie this Bcene was trangpiring, there eat on a 
beDch within the same school-room, a yonog girl 
named Katy Sinclair. 

Her featares, without being extremely beaatiful^ 
were regular and pleasing. Her hair was brown, soft 
and abundant, falling in fairy linglete abont her neck. 
Her complexion, naturally fair, had been a trifle 
darkened by rustic exposure to the sun, but this did 
only seem to heighten the beauty on her face, which 
smiled like the lips of morning. Katy wa« a deeply 
concerned spectator of the scene we have just de- 
ecribed. When the name of her neighbor Boone was 
coupled with these charges, she. turned a trifle paJe 
from sympathetic appi-ehension. But when the youth 
gallantly denied tlie charges, and faced down the bul- 
lies that made them, her features waved the banner of 
joy and triumph. 

At the expiration of an hour, the members of the 
spelling class were marshalled in full array for recita- 
tion. The word was gratitude. 

It began near the middle of the class with Henry 
— who missed it. It then came next to Boone — who 
being rather demoralized intellectually by the late oc- 
currence — might have failed on the middle syllable, 
had be not at the kingly instant looked up to Katy, 
who quickly put her finger on her eye. 

Johnnie Booney dropped the " y " before 
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he fully nttered it, and dispatched tlio word in 
trinmpli. 

But to the Biirprise of all, he declined taking Henry's 
place, to ■which he was couBcionBly not entitled. 

But we may well believe that Katy's actions wrote 
" gratitude " in letters of fadeless light on Johnnie's 
heart. 

The family to which Jonathan Boone belonged 
was of high repute for the well-known traits of nat- 
ural nobility. 

While there was in the countenance and general 
demeanor of the father, something akin to hanghti- 
ness, there was enough of gentle majesty in the 
mother to make amends. 

The family had long consisted of the parents and 
five children — three boys and two girls, who had 
nearly grown up to maturity — when Providence be- 
stowed upon the worthy couple an unexpected bless- 
ing in the person of a son, to whom they gave the 
name of Jonathan. 

As Israel loved Joseph more than all his children, 
because he was the son of bis old age, so did old Mr, 
Boone love Jonathan. 

And as Joseph's brethren bated him, so Jonathan's 
brothers could not speak peaceably to him. Jonathan 
became a root of bitterness in the family. In vain did 
the mother plead, and the father sternly command. 
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The brothers looked wiih an evil eye upon the strip- 
liag, while the eistera, more gentle in tlieir natures, 
were gentler in their ways. The innocent child en- 
dured the rough treatment from his brothers with a 
patient dignity that merely fired the blood of their 
wrath, but which soon developed in himself a courage 
and justice that signalized the school-room scene we 
have just described. 

As young Jonathan grew up, he gradually became 
like all the male members of the family, skillful in the 
use of the rifle. 

So steady was his arm and so clear his eye, that at 
the age of twelve he could bring down a hawk from 
the clouds with his unerring bullet. Connected with 
that portion of the State there was a club of sports- 
men, who annually held a trial matcli of skill upon 
the village green. 

From year to year various prizes were offered — 
such as purses of money — splendidly embroidered 
badges and baldrics — books on field sports beautifully 
bound and profusely embellished with engravings, 
and other articles of less value, to those of the com- 
petitors who had shown much skill, without coming ' 
within the charmed circle of positive genius. 

Public notiufe had been given, that at the target 
match now approaching, prizes of unusual value would 
be oflEered. 
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The first was to be a polished rifle adorned with 
trimmings of silver. In addition, the gun was to 
have a golden plate on which would be inscribed the 
name of the winner. 

The three grown-np sons of Mr. Boone had fre- 
qneatlj taken part in these trials, and nsnally bore off 
some token of snceess; but they had never secured 
one o£ the highest order. The offer of this valuable 
fire-arm and tlie honor connected with its possession, 
had decided in the minds of the young men, that one 
or all would attempt its capture. 

Old father Boone eaid to his wife, " Those three 
grown up boys of ours are capital marksmen ; but 1 
say to you, that our little boy Johnnie surpasses them 
all, and if we can prevail on him to take part in the 
match to-morrow, fear not, for he will give a good 
account of himself and hia rifle. That evening the 
mother poured into the ears of the boy skillful words 
of encouragement. Ere long, as in the days of 
Homer — 

"Anrora now — fair dangliter of the dawn. 
Sprinkled with rosy iight the dewy lawn ; 
And, reddeniog swift, the morning ray. 
Glowed in the front of heaven, and gave the day." 

At an early hour the approaches to the village 
green were occupied by persona intent on witnessing 
the romantic spectacle. 
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Neither the infinnitiea of age — the dignities of 
liigh poBitioQ — the refiuements of learning — the graces 
of female delicacy, nor the tenderness of youth, could 
prevent ft rush to the exciting exhibition. 

Vehiclea crowded with country people shook the 
ground as they were whirled along. Saddle horses 
were in requisition — multitudes came on foot. In all 
ways Kentucky's spirited children came out to witness 
Kentucky's favorite sport. 

The ground selected was exceedingly appropriate. 
■Rich in the cherished memories of former paa- 
time, it was also felicitous in form and location. Sta- 
tioned aside from the dwellings, and free from the con- 
fusion of the town, it held within its embrace many 
noble trees, which were not so dense or frequent as 
to mar the light, but yet they gave a grateful shade 
and softened color to the scene. 

The northern extremity of the enclosure was heav- 
ily fringed by a dense forest, well calculated to inter- 
cept any vagrant bullets, and here the target was 
erected. On the eastern and western sides of the field 
were many temporary booths and pavilions at which 
all manner of refreshments were sold to the populace, 
who were prompt and liberal purchasers. Nor can it 
be denied, that games of chance and scenes of rougher 
muscular violence were offered to many, who after- 
ward carried dishonored scars in evidence thereof. 
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Upon s large bulletin were painted the few brief rules 
by which the contest was to be governed — as follows : 

1st. — There will be three prizes officially given, ' 
namely: — A silver mounted rifle) a silver pitcher, and 
a silver goblet. 

2d. — Competitors may contend for bnt one prize, 
and mnet enter that class. 

3d. — No person whose reputation is not established 
as a marksman, shall be allowed to compete, witbont 
at once giving evidence of his sltill, to the satisfaction 
of the jndgea. 

4th. — Each rival shall have three chances, one in 
each round. 

5th. — The silver goblet shall firstly be contended 
for, secondly the pitcher, and lastly the silver mounted 
rifle. 

6th. — All minor rnles and deeieions on all qnes- 
tions in dispute, shall be given by the judges, viz., 
the president, vice president, and secretaiy of The 
KentitcTcy Snorting Clvh. 

The scene rapidly took on an appearance of mnch 
activity. Entries were taken, challenges of nnfitness 
offered, tests given and accepted, or condemned with 
commendable promptness. Ten entries were made 
for the goblet, which, after a gallant contest, was 
won by a marksman from Virginia. 
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Fire for the silver pitcher, which waa won hj a 
bearded hunter clad in leathern vest, moccasin shoes, 
and fancifal leggins. He also wore short trowsers 
and green blonse, while his far cap was adorned with 
feathers in mock Indian style. 

Only three entries were made for the grand prize 
of the silver rifle. Arotind this last contest centered 
the greatest interest. 

The load call of a trumpet made known the 
approach of the trial, and also informed the excited 
mnltitude that the result of each firing would be 
annonnced on the bulletin board adjoining that of the 
laws. The names of the competitors for the rifie 
were James Coleman, Jacob Boone, and Charles 
Brace. 

All these being marksmen of established repute, 
were accepted without cavil. Then at the last 
moment there was a fourth entry offered to which 
objection was made. 

The person seeking admittance to the lists was a 
lad of fifteen years. He stood np manly and un- 
daunted as he gave his name and age, in answer to 
the judges. 

At once three men who bore resemblance to each 
other, and to the lad, objected to his admission on the 
point of his want of established repute, and pointed to 
the rale. 
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The eldest of the judges mildlj said, " My good 
lad, you must give us proof of your skill." 

The youth replied, " Sir, I see a bird in yonder 
tree; where shall 1 hit him ? " 

The judge made aoswer, "Anywhere wjll do, 
through his head or his tail, but yon must kill him." 

The yonth raised np his light double-barreled riSe, 
and fired. The bird flew away unharmed, and a shont 
of derision went np from the crowd. Quick as a flash 
the lad discharged the other barrel, and the bird fell 
dead. 

When picked np and examined, it was discovered 
that the order had been literally obeyed, for the last 
ball had gone from eye to eye, while the first had cut 
out the centre of the tail as neatly as if done by a pair 
of sheare. 

The load cheers of the Kentucky yeomanry re- 
echoed through forest up to heaven ; and the lad's 
name was pat down on the list, and his name was 
Jonathan Boone. 

Bat at ODce, one of those already entered stepped 
np to the judges and said, " Sirs, I came to contend 
with men, and not with children ; I withdraw ; " and 
the name of Jacob Boone was struck off, leaving 
three to contend. 

At once the contest began. 

The target was circalar, consisting of two red 
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rings separated by one of white — while a black ball's- 
eye shone in the centre. Eeyond the onter riog was a 
white space of a few inches in width, and the jndges 
announced in advance that all marks made therein 
would .bo called scattering, and not be connted. 

The target proper was one foot in diameter, and 
was placed at five hundred yards. First Ooleman 
pierced the inner ring. Then Bmce struck the outer 
one, and young Boone went scattering. 

On the second round Ooleman bit the outer ring 
and. Brnce went scattering, while Boone struck the 
inner ring. 

Ou the last round hnug the decision. Coleman 
Btmck the space between the rings, and Bruce struck 
the space between the inner red ring and the bull's- 
eye. Young Boone taking quick bat steady aim fired; 
and the bullet went through the very centre of the 
bull's-eye. Amid the loudest cheering the gallant 
yonth was declared winner of the prize, and the silver 
mounted, double-barreled rifle was put into his hands. 
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CHAPTER m. 

T7"ENTUCKT smiled. Her- grand old forests 
-*-^ bowed their reverent heads to the early breeze 
— her birds sang their daintiest notes, while her 
streams went dancing past the meadow lilies to the 
Gulf. 

Beneath the sim's warm smile, her cattle richly 
fattened and her stately steeds rejoiced in all the 
pageantry of strength. Her eons and daughters boldly 
went forth to the battle of life. Aye — Kentucky 
Bmiled — and yet not all. 

Old Mr. Boone and wife smiled not, but sadly lis- 
tened to these words of Jonathan their son, " Father, 
yon need me not. You have other sons who can till 
your fields, and daughters who can keep your honse. 
I know I am the child of your heart; I am precious in 
your sight, and you are precious in mine — but some- 
thing calls me away. This place is too narrow for 
me and my brothers. Please let me take my trusty 
rifle and your kind blessing, and go out into the wide 
world to seek my fortune. I will take my Bible with 
me; I will worship morning and evening, and keeping 
a tight hold on the hand of Jesus, I will not be afraid.' 
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Then the old man trembled and replied, "My son, 
not my will, bnt God's will and thine be done. If 
you wish to go, my old arms cannot hold you. If you 
stay, you ehall have a double portion among your 
brothers. If yon go, your double portion shall wel- 
come your return. Speak to your aged mother — see 
how she weeps." 

The youth put his arms around his mother's noct, 
and vainly strove to kiss her tears away. He then 
softly whispered in her ear, "Dear mother, let me go, 
for it is best." 

But the poor woman sobbing her heart away, conld 
only answer with her tears. At length, with the 
true heroism of a mother, ehe plunged the dart of sor- 
row through her breast while she answered with a 
smile and kies, " God bless you, darling, and farewell." 

His Bisters came forward and embraced him with 
a sister's tenderness. Even his brothers' voices thick.- 
cned with apparent grief, for their hearts somewhat 
relented when assured of his departure. 

Gratefully accepting a puree of money, he shoul- 
dered his precious rifle that his skill had won. Then, 
bidding the friends farewell he departed. The fath- 
er's silver locks shook with emotion as he cried, " My 
son, thou hast a brave heart, a keen eye and a steady 
arm. Let me hear nothing bnt good things of a 
Boone. Add thou virtue to valor, and then will God 
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crown you with glory in the race of life. Blessed are 
those to whom duty is even dearer than love or life." 

Quickly on his journey, the youth reaches the 
Bnmmit of a hill from whence can be viewed the 
valley of his birth. 

He eees the tiny sparkling stream along whose 
meadow banks he had often sported — he sees the dis- 
tant village and the white school-liouse near the great 
oak tree— the village church and its hamlet of graves, 
where sleep his kindred. He sees the vast forest 
where he bad often roamed. He sees in the dim dis- 
tance two bended forms watching over the way he 
had just come. He views the homes of his neighbors 
and dwells longest and last on a certain substantial 
one, having a porch which the green lattice encloses, 
and where lives that red-cheeked maiden named Katy. 
And then led by some strong power, the youth stifles 
emotion and wanders on, 

As he turns over the summit, the glowing prospect 
vanishes, and the vast moantain slide falls down on 
the scene. Lost to him are the forest and valley and 
Katy's smile — lost for many a year. Lost to him are 
parents' welcome — lost forever more on earth. Ah, 
poor boy, if you had known all your future, would you 
have gone on J Would you have dared to face stormy 
seas, and raging pirates, and had the courage to lift 
the burden of long enduring grief ? Perhaps not. 
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If sp, 'tis well God holda a maDtle between the 
p^ent and the future. The youth trudged on. 

As the angels were lighting the starry lampB, Jona- 
than reached a road-eide inn. JuBt aahe was intend- 
ing to knock at the door, he heard load voicea within, 
and listening sharply, discovered that the landlord's 
wife was scolding him for not having provided a sup- 
ply of fuel for the moming haking. 

Not wishing to intrude upon the atlantic scene, 
the young rover delayed until quiet was partially re- 
stored, and then modestly rapped open the door. 

" Come in," came from the voice of the landlord, 
but from half a dozen dogs in the comer came the 
command " keep out." He raised the latch and en- 
tered the apartment. 

The landlord sat in his chair of ignoble indolence, 
smoking his drowsy pipe, while a group of mstic 
statesmen discussed the probabihties of the next elec 
tion, and justly praised the charming eloquence 
noble patriotism of Kentucky's honored son — the gal- 
lant Henry Clay. 

The landlord's wife, attracted by the knock- 
incr. stood in the door-way leading to another 

:tment. 

Jonathan Soone in pleasant tones said, "Fleaae 

can I have a slice of bread for my supper, and a 

for the night ! " 
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The landlord glsncing toward his wife said, 
" What Bay yon ? " 

The landlady, softened by the agreeable manners 
of the 6tripling, answered, "Yes, he is welcome to 
his supper and bed, but as to his breakfast — why there 
is no wood chopped to cook it." 

Jonathan resumed, " The moon is shining brightly, 
give me an axe and I will prepare some fuel." 

" No, no," said the landlord, " Not to-night." 

Ere the morning breeze had blown out the lamps 
that the angels bad lighted, Jonathan sross and kneel- 
ing down prayed to the Great Supreme, that the same 
kind power that had been about his bed, might be 
about his path. Quickly his axe was dealing the 
fuel ; while his cheerful song eased the toil of its yoke. 

£oth landlord and mistress were delighted with 
the burdens of oak and maple that he piled upon the 
hearth. To their words of approval, Jonathan re- 
sponded, " This is a busy world, bat if all do their 
share, it can all be done in season." 

At earnest request he delayed to share the hot 
feast that bis own labor had partially procured, then 
after mutual compliments he journeyed on. 

Tes — ^yonng pilgrim as he was he journeyed on. 

What sober thoughts arise in the mind at the 
mention of the term "a pilgrim." Home left be- 
hind — ^loving voices of father and mother heard no 
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more — EtnmgerB at every etep — dftcgen on every 
side. 

But although young Boone went forward solitary 
and silent; he was not sorrowful or afraid. He lived 
not only in the Present, but the Past, and the Future ; 
for he was strengthened by memory and cheered by 
hope. 

Ere many days he crossed the border of his native 
state ; and then more than ever realized that he was a 
stranger and a pilgrim. 

At length — after weary progress — just as the foil- 
ing sun bolted the door of Day — he caught a glimpse 
of the spires and shipping of the now monumental 
city Baltimore. On this Monday evening, as Boone 
was walking along on one of the great roads lead- 
ing into the city, he was overtaken by a middle- 
aged man, riding in a light carriage. The man was 
stoutly built and the expresEion of his broad face was 
greatly hidden, not only by the deepening evening 
twilight, but also by the dense and dark beard he bore. 

But so it was, that the dress or manner of the boy 
attracted the stranger's attention; and the driver 
tightened the rein and the horse almost stopped as he 
came up to the youth. In a voice in which native 
rndenesa struggled with constrained courtesy for the 
mastery, the man accosted the child. 

In answer to questions, the boy gave his name 
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and birth-place and told his plain and trnthful Btory. 
Then the gentleman aaid " Jonathan, are you honest 1 " 

The boy blushed and answered " Sir, I hope bo." 

But said the gentleman " You must eurelj know. 
Are yon not certaio you are honest ?" 

The boy binshed again, deeper than before, and 
said "My mother told me, always to tell the truth and 
never to steal ; and if obeying my mother be honesty 
— then I am sure I am honest." 

The gentleman, evidently pleased with his new 
acquaintance put on a tone of mock severity and said, 
" There ia an opening in my store, for a boy that is 
honest, and pleasant and willing to work. I have 
half a mind to give you a trial. Can I trust you ?" So 
saying, the stranger looked severely at the lad — who 
endured the glanee for a moment,' and then fell a 
crying. 

The stranger took a melancholy satisfaction in the 
perplexity he had wrought, hut endeavored to atone 
for it by adding, " Well my good lad — don't take things 
too hard. Tour looks are favorable. Come, get up in 
mj carriage and I will give you a trial." But young 
Jonathan Boone was a hero in miniature, and the 
stranger had not perceived his character ; but had taken 
modesty for meanness, and gentleness for cowardice. 
Boy as he was, he felt wounded by the stranger's sus- 
picions, and insulted by his clumsy compliments. 
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At once the boy's flnshed face grew pale, and his 
cye@ sparkled with flashes that dried up his tears, bat he 
made no motion to get into the vehicle. 

Stranger. I say — come my good fellow. Get into 
my carriage. I think I can tmst you — and as for yoar 
trusting me — ^you see me as I am ; and if yon want a 
good place — why you must tdte the risk," 

Boone. "Well sir, I think I won't take it." The 
boy moved on. 

The stranger, who could not avoid admiring this 
manly independence, determined to capture the prize, 
and kindly called out, " Come now and I'll make you a 
good round offer ; I'll give you a hundred dollars a 
year and yonr board." The boy shook his head. 

StrUTiger. "You won't? Then I'll do better. 
I'll board you and clothe you — take you right into raj 
family and treat you as my son — and I'll give yon one 
hundred dollars the lirst year, and double it the next, 
and so on ; adding a hundred every year — so long as 
we both agree." 

Jonathan Boone slowly made answer, " Give me 
your name and place of business, and I will call on 
you to-morrow — perhaps we may strike a bargain." 

Stranger. " Very good, I'll do it. Come now, 
get into my carriage." 

Boone. " Not this evening, sir." 

The stranger fearing he might lose the ground he 
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had regained, prudently handed his card to the boy, 
and bowing pleasantly, drove on. 

Boone gracefully tipped his cap in return, and then 
followed on foot. 

Not many steps had he gone, when he met a 
boy about his own age, who was just leaving in despair 
the city which Booue was jnst entering in hope. 

The two exchanged glances, stopped and talked. 

The other boy, whose name was Isaac, was the 
picture of distress. His ill-fitted garments were 
ragged, his long black hair was but slightly confined 
by his cap, his feet were bare, his face was haggard, 
his eyes were staring, he had no friends, no money, 
and was hungry. 

Boone listened to the wretched recital, and gave to 
his new acquaintance half of all the money in his 
pnrse. Isaac seemed grateful, walked with his patron 
a little distance and silently departed. 

Left again alone, our young hero b^an to reflect 
on what course to pursue so as to secure quarters for 
the night. His purse, as we have seen, was not quite 
empty, but he had wisely cut down expenses to the 
lowest figures, and of late had been driven to free 
lodgings when obtainable, and to slight payments 
when called upon to pay at all. So he concluded to 
venture into the city which was just at hand, and do the 
best he could. As he entered the town, he saw many 
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large and handsome dwellinge, but their very grandenr 
was chilling to him, and he glanced through the spa- 
cious porches and curtained windows, feeling they 
were not for him, and went on. Jonathan Boone had 
jnst come into the thickly settled portion of the city, 
when liiB eye fell upon the door-plate of & famoos 
clergyman. 

The name was in golden letters. The honse 
seemed warm and cheerful. So at once he made bold 
to mount the steps and ring the bell. 

A servant came to the door and Boone was quickly 
ushered into the study of the great doctor of divinity 
who said to him, " Certainly, my good boy, you must 
be taken care pf, but I have not the time to spare. I 
am very busy writing a sermon on Foreign Missions 
to be preached to-morrow before the Society, and I 
cannot lose a moment. Go to my good friend, Dea- 
con Jones in Mulberry street, tell liim I sent you, and 
he will help you." 

In the next instant the good doctor was busy with 
^11 the enginery of orthodoxy battling down the atrong- 
Dolds of heathenism, three thousand miles away, whiie 
the Christian boy walked sadly from his very door un- 
helped. It is but common justice to say, that the 
good doctor's wife would have overheard the conver- 
sation, and kindly taken the lad by the hand and given 
him a warm supper and bed, and after a good break- 
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fast, have sent him off in the morning with a face 
beaming with the reflected light of heaven, but unfor- , 
tuuately the lady was not at home, and the boy -was 
ushered out upon the street. 

So off went Boone down to Deacon Jones' in Mnl- 
berry street, and there he found the deacon and all 
the other deacons with him holding a zealous meeting 
for the good of the church and the world. They were 
laying very wise and wondrous plans whereby they 
hoped to have all the poor of the city supplied not 
only with flour, coal and clothing, but also with moral 
and religious literature. 

Of course having taken out a wholesale license t-o 
do good, they could not condescend to do a retail 
business, and the case of poor Boone was not acted 
upon, except that one of the deacons who had lately 
lost his wife, and was reported to be looking for 
another, suggested to Deacon Brown, that perha|» 
Mrs. Brown might do something for the lad, as she 
was a notable kind-hearted Christian worker, or had 
the reputation of being such, and which he believed 
to be founded on fact. Deacon Brown acknowledged 
the handsome compliment to his matrimonial com- 
panion, and forthwith young Boone was despatched 
to this deacon's residence on High street. He was 
met at the door by a stout Irish domestic, to whom he 
told hia story in brief. 
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The girl said, " Want help is it ! Indade aor, an 
vees must come Id. PU be after bringin' the miBtresa 
right forniust your face this blessed minute." 

Promptly the worthy lady presented herself in the 
hall. She was all smUea and affability while she 
said, " I wish I could entertain yon, but it grieves me 
exceedingly to say that I cannot, for we have just put 
clean linen on the only spare bed for strangers, bwt 
there is Mrs. King, wife of Mr, King, the rich tea 
merchant on the avenue, who will give yon a ticket to 
the Ketreat." 

Up spoke the kind hearted Irish girl, "Indade, 
marm, spaking nothin' of a bed — sure the nice little 
men conld sleep on the flure — an' as for supper an' 
breakfast, he could have mine, an' I'll fast for a week — 
glory be to goodness, before I'll see the likes of him, 
swato boy as he is, put out on the street at night like 
a vagabond or a haythen." Just as the good lady had 
consented to the plan of her generous servant, they 
looked around for the boy, but alas, he was gone. 

Out on the street again in the dim light of the 
lamps went Jonathan Boone, saying to himself, " Well, 
I'd rather spend my last shilling than starve or steal." 
Hardly had he spoken these words, when whom 
should he meet on the sidewalk but Isaac— the boy with 
whom he had divided his money a few houre before. 
Isaac was happy as a lark, having found quarters 
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with a poor widow iu a cottage just around the 
corner. Not only this, but he invited Boone to share 
his good fortune with him. Boone acuepted the invita- 
tion, and the two lads . boou entered Mrs. Lee's hospi- 
table door, bearing a large loaf of bread, and a quart 
of milk, which Isaac had purchased, and on which the 
three made a more luxurious meal than ever a glut- 
tonous Roman Emperor on the daiutiea from a dozen 
provinces. Before retiring, Boone informed the old 
lady of the new acquaintance he had made in the per- 
son of the merchant, and spoke of the appointment 
with him in the morning, which might lead to his 
entrance on service as his clerk. Hi?. Lee knew the 
merchant, Mr. Davis, only by public report, which 
spoke of him as a sharp dealer, but prosperous and 
tolerably honest, as the world goes. She had also 
heard that he had married a lady younger than him- 
self, who looked with scorn upon all who practiced 
economy, either from necessity or principle. 

While the two boys were lying warm and happy in 
their humble bed in the cottage, they exchanged out- 
lines of their individual history. 

With that of Boone we are already acquainted. 
We give the account of Isaac in his own words. He 
said, " I suppose I must have had a father and mother ; 
but I don't remember anything about them. The first 
I knew of myself, was living in an almshouse ; and there 
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I staid nutil they made me go to ecliool — when I ran 
away. But they (aught me, and back to school I had 
to go iu spite of all I could do. I learned to read tho 
big words, and skipped the small ones. I learned to 
write after a fasliion and to cipher in sums that I never 
got right. Then they aet me to learn the trade of a 
shoemaker — but I soon got tired and ran away again. 
This time I went to Philadelphia, and set up in busi- 
ness as a bootblack and had a tough time ; I teil you — 
especially in tlie winter. Then I turned newsboy and 
did a little better — until I left oiF work and trusted to 
odd jobs for my bread — when there wasn't any free 
lunches. So I kept on — until about a week ago, whea 
1 came back to my old home of Baltimore — and was 
dead broke, when I met you a few hours ago. Tou 
gave me a jolly good lift, and here we are — warm and 
full ; for this night any way. 

" And I reckon as how, by close watching, we may 
keep in with this old lady for some time, if we can 
manage to fetch in, for I vow she is hard up, and close 
run to keep the rent paid and keep soul and body to- 
gether. It's lucky for her as how we come here, and 
blamed lucky for ns that she let us in." 

Said Jonathan Boone, " I am very thankful to you 
for bringing rae here." 

Said Isaac, " No one loses anything by kindness. 
You helped me, and I helped you.'' 
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Boone. Too must have had a hard time of it 
when yon picked up yoor living from the street. 

Isaao. Yes, yes, yoa. just bet I did. We had to 
work all 6ort8 of games to help each other, and to keep 
clear of the police. But do the best yon could, some- 
times yon would get nabbed. 

Boone. What happened then ? 

Isaac. Oh, fetched np before the Judge — and 
talked to, for sure; and then likely closed up in jail for 
ten or thirty days, then out and at it again. But we 
worked some jolly old tricks on the watchmen and got 
many a good night's sleep, where we wasn't wanted. 

Boone. Where did you sleep J 

Isaao. Oh anywhere in summer, and in winter at 
some cheap lodgings, if we had the chink. If not ; two 
or three of us would club together in a snug corner of 
a lumber yard or so, and each likely had a big coat or 
blanket, and all three put in, and by lying close to- 
gether under it all, we kept from freezing like a top. 

Boone. Would jon ever go to church or Sunday 
school ! 

Isaac. Well we didn't bother much about 
churches, they was rather too bumptious for us, but 
we used to run under Sunday schools some in the 
winter. And they came handy, too, I tell you, espe- 
cially for clothes. I got this once bunkum good suit 
what I wear now from a Sunday school in Philadelphia, 
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and tbouglit Bome of etayingfor the picnic and feBtival, 
but somehow as soon as I got into the clothes the 
mischief got into me, aad here I am. 

£oone. Do yon ever say your prayers ! 

Isaac. Well not mncb ; I used to know a little 
prayer, but I forgot it. 

BooTte. Prayer to God is a great help. It makes 
me stronger as well as happier, and I wish yoa woald 
try it, I always pray. 

Isaac. Yes, I saw that yon did. 

So bidding each other good-night, the boys were 
soon asleep. 
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CHAPTER lY. 

"TTIAKLT the next morning the boys awoke and were 
-*— ' quickly dressed, and then started the fire in the 
little cooking-stove, telling "old auntie" (as Isaac 
called Mrs. Lee), that they were going oat for a little 
walk, and would soon be back. When they returned 
with another loaf and quart, the old lady was up 
and dressed, smiling like a June rose and happy as a 
queen. After breakfast Boone bade them good-bye 
for the time, saying that if possible he would strike a 
bargain with the merchant and return on Saturday 
night. Pursnant to agreement, Jonathan Boone pre- 
sented himself at the store and made inquiries for 
Mr. Davis. Boone was taken into a private apart- 
ment where he held a long conference with the pro- 
prietor, and was submitted to a cIobo examination, 
which he bore with dignity, courage and frankoess. 

His prompt and manly replies to all questions con- 
tinued the favorable impressions made at first, and he 
was accepted and installed as confidential boy of gen- 
eral service in the store at a salary of three dollars a 
week, with board, lodging and clothing. Whereupon 
young Boone, keeping the interests of Isaac constantly 
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in mind, made bold to say, that if work could be 
fouud, he would act as security for the good behavior 
of a friend who had done him a favor. Mr. Davis 
promised to aid in some form, and Boone began work. 
From the commencement he resolved to be faithful 
and pleasant. Not having any money, he realized the 
great fact that a good name 13 capital itself, not gained 
in a day, but the result of long well-doing. Prompt 
and pleasant obedience to all proper commands, delicate 
regard for the rights of others, pleasant smiles, kind 
words, loving manners, regard for great things as well 
as for the trifles of which life is made, won for Jona- 
than Boone, and will win for all, the confldence of his 
fellows, and led to permanent usefulness, happiness 
and Buccess. 

Boone began work in the store, and quickly a week 
ran round. When Saturday night had come, Boone, 
with his week's wages in his pocket, hastened to the 
lowly qoarters of Mrs. Lee and Isaac. He found the 
little family in deep distress. 

The coal was out, the flour was ont, the money 
was out, and to make aflairs still worse, the agent had 
left word that a payment must be made on the rent 
within three days, or out on the street poor Mrs. 
Lee must go. Isaac had earned a few shillings during 
the week, but was now serving as nurse to the poor 
woman who was down sick with trouble and weaknesa. 
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tTonathan Boone cheered their bearte with hie snniiy 
face and pleasant words, and more than all by his 
favorable report from Mr. Davis and bis agreeable occn- 
pation. Boone was now rich, both in fact and feeling. 
He had good health, a pleasing home and employer, 
and ^at was of immediate service, he had three dol- 
lars in his pocket. 

Begging to be excused for a few moments, he ran 
over to a grocery store and bonght foor bundles of 
kindling wood, ten pounds of eelf-raising four, half a 
pound of batter, half a pound of tea, one pound of 
engar, a loaf of bread, and bearing all in his arms, re- 
entered the little room in joy. Mrs. Lee could scarcely 
believe her own eyes when she saw these conaforta 
.piled upon tbe table. Then telling "anntie" not to 
be afraid, Boone gave the wink to Isaac, and both the 
boys catching iip the coal basket went out, and soon 
returned with a bushel of coal, being half of what was 
bonght. Boone told auntie not to be worried, for he 
would settle with tbe agent early on Monday morning 
for tbe rent, and that he and Isaac would run the 
house, and would keep her a lady the remainder of her 
days. 

Tbe old lady seemed better at once. She aat np 
in her bed and ate her hot buttered toast, and sipped 
her warm tea, and almost beside herself with joy de- 
clared that all the world shone fair again. 
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Theo after an hoar of pleasant conrereation, Jona- 
tbait Boone proposed to erect a family altar. Anntie 
approved, and Isaac did not object ; so after singing a 
hymn, and reading a chapter of John's gospel, Boone 
made a brief and simple prayer, which was borue 
on the wings of faith and love np to the 4hroue 
on high. Both boys bid anntie "good-night" and 
retired, 

To seenos like this angels are joyful witnesses, 
■while God himself looks down well-pleased. On the 
next morning, which was the Sabbath, Boone invited 
Isaac to go with him to church and Sunday school, 
bnt he declined, giving as an excuse, that he must 
stay with Mrs. Lee. 

Boone went out alone, and following the crowd 
came to the door of a beautiful and spacious church. 
Through the gateways the worshipers poured through 
the vestibule into the temple, which was filled with 
the solemn tones of the organ. 

Two of the deacons were in attendance at the 

door, welcoming the strangers and securing for them 

. pleasant seats. "Whether they recognized young 

Boone or not we cannot eay, but they gave him a seat 

near the door. 

Looking up to the sacred desk Boone was agreeably 
Burprisod to find it occupied by his late acquaintance 
Kev. Dr. G-oodman. 
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Now it was BO, that this minister had suffered mach 
in his conecience from his cool treatment and neglect 
of the modest youth who had entered his stndy a week 
before. So looking down from the pulpit on the 
gathering people, he noticed the same Jioy enter the 
chnrch and take a seat. 

At once the clergyman came down — walked to 
where young Boone was sitting, and whispered some- 
thing in his ear. Boone blushed and stammered 
something in reply, but the clergyman whispered again, 
and Boone followed him cap in baud up the main aisle 
to the minister's pew, which the minister opened and 
then seated Boone beside his own family. Which 
done, amid the wondenng looks of the assembly, the 
preacher resumed his place, and began the service. 
The heareiB were delighted with the eloquent sermon ; 
and were thrilled by the portrayal of worthy poverty 
willing to work, but forced to beg — yet scorning to 
stoop to anything dishonest or dishonorable. 

He made many a face besides his own to blush at 
the neglect of the righteous rich to help the righteous 
poor. In his prayer he besought of the Eternal Judge 
to pardon sins not only of commission, but also of omis- 
. sion, and praised God that when sometimes through 
thoughtlessness we had failed to do our Christian duty, 
God in his marvelous Providence often gave us new 
opportunities to make amends for former neglect 
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When the deacons and other prominent ones saw the 
attentioQ shown to Boone by the minister, they recog- 
nized him at once, and after Benrice came forward, and 
not only shook him cordially by the hand, bnt ex- 
pressed great.coDcern for his welfare, and gave him to 
understand that in them he would always find a friend. 
The invitation being urgently repeated, Boone con- 
sented to take dinner at the clergyman's honee, and 
was wanted to join the congregation and attend the 
Sabbath school, and went out of the church escorted 
by the grandees of Zion, after having occupied the 
highest seat in the synagogue, contrary to the expecta- 
tion of the deacons. 

In the after part of the day, Boone attended the 
Snnday school connected with the church, and was 
kindly taken in hand by the saperintendent and teach- 
ers. He was aSBigned to an agreeable class, and as tlie 
circumstances connected with bis appearance had 
become speedily known, he attracted much attention- 
Boone's connection with this church and Sunday 
school was one of the most delightful episodes of hie 
life ; and under Providence anchored him in the way 
of wisdom. Here he found true and constant friends 
who helped and cheered him in a thousand ways. 

His teacher, a Christian physician, from time to 
time invited his class to his house, where they spent 
the evening in reading and agreeable diversion, which 
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were followed by some simple bat pleasing refreBh- 
meuts. 

Thus this, and eimilar schools beoome a wonderful 
power for good, whoBe resiilte only the J*odgmeiit Day 
willfully reveal. 

When £oone bad gotten fairly settled in hia class, 
he informed his teacher that he bad a friend named 
Isaac, whom a little attention might induce to attend 
also. The teacher accompanied him home and eecured 
from Isaac a promise to attend the public worship in 
theehurch, and also the sefisions of the school, which 
promise was for several months most faithfully kept. 
Boone's Sunday ecbool teacher, in pursuance of his 
vocation, called upon old Mrs Lee, and left her some 
remedies nnder which she speedily recovered. Nor 
did his gentle and sympathetic manner fail to aid his 
fii^illfnl prescriptions. 

In a short time Isaac procnred a place in aaotlier 
store, near to where Boone was placed. He began on 
a salary of three dollars a week, without board. The 
combined wages of the two lads gave the kind old lady 
a mosteomfortable support, which her returning health 
enabled her fnlly to enjoy. She, however, would not 
allow her young and generous friends to expend all 
their financial resources in her support. She had a little 
income of her own from knitting and sewing and also 
for day service in certain families who paid her liberally 
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for light and agreeable work. The romantic fact of 
these two boye adopting an old ladj as tlieir mother, 
^nd working like beavers for theaapport of their home 
attracted widespread attention, and bj their genuine 
heroiBtn and filial devotion shamed many husbands and 
brothers and sons of more mature age. 

The old widow continued in the old quarters until 
the following spring — when the bojB procured for her 
a neat little cottage much more convenient to their 
places of business. The monthly rent was but little 
more than they bad previously paid, while the advan- 
tages were far greater. 

Not the least prized of these advantages was the 
fact that Widow Lee had now a southeast window la 
her room, which enabled her to cultivate house plants 
and flowers, of which not only herself, but the boys, 
were amazingly fond. Persons going up and down the 
street would stop to admire the bright green leaves 
and beautiful buds and blooms of her floral favorites. 

Nor did they merely admire, for often they called 
in and purchased small bouquets at generous prices. 
Here lived good Widow Lee for several years, reaping 
a rich harvest from the seeds of kindness she had sown 
in the hearts and memories of these two boys — who 
had now grown to be young men. We have already 
stated that Isaac promised to pay due regard to the pub- 
lic worship of God. For a season he kept his promise 
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and alL went well ; but soon be began to falter in hia 
good career, and little hy little gave way to various 
evil influences that were brought to bear upon him. 
InBtead of attending church service he often made one 
of certain parties of pleasure who went out riding in 
the suburbs of the city of Baltimore, desecrating sacred 
time, ruining precious character and sinfully spending 
useful money. In vain did Boone and Auntie counsel, 
warn and entreat. His head and heart seemed set on 
going to the bad. 

Isaac still maintained his place at the store, for his 
employer was shrewdly kept in ignorance of his evil 
habits. But the results of these practices began to 
reveal themselves in various ways whicli we will soon 
describe more fully. 

Aa for Jonathan Boone — he rose like the snn, 
higher and higher to the perfect day. All the fibres 
of his being clung like anchors to the early instruction 
of a Christian father and mother. By this instruction, 
under God, he was saved. 

But as for Isaac, we have a different story to tell, 
which we most greatly condense. 

On a certain Monday morning he came into the 
store of his employer, bearing evident marks of dissi- 
pation. His clothes were soiled, his eyes were red 
and down-fallen, and his face was haggard and bmised. 

His employer took him aside and Isaac confessed 



44 1. PICTDBB OF LIFE. 

it all, and promised immediate and complete reform. 
Bat alas ! it vras a reformation of the lip, and not of 
the life ; of the bead, and oot of the heart. ' 

To Boone's argumente and entreaties be listened 
with attention, and verbally admitted their justice and 
force. 

For several weeks he partially refrained, and 
boasted that be could put any evil faabit nnder hia 
feet when he chose. 

Boone tapped bim gently on the shoaldcr, and 
looked bim full in the face and said, "Friend Isaac, 
evil habits are poisonons serpents, and if kept nnder 
your feet, will sting you even there. Your only 
safety is to kill the serpents." 

Isaac made answer, " He is a weak man who can- 
not govern bimeelf.'' 

To which Boone responded, " Nay, Isaac, but it 
takes a strong man to do that." 

The result of this vacillating policy was that Isaac 
gradually grew feebler and more debased, sometimes 
standing up like a hero in the fight, then skulking like 
a coward, then falling like a child — weeping bitterly 
after his fall. 

Boone tried every expedient to save his friend. 
He argued, he upbraided, he entreated. Old Auntie 
Lee could only say, " Poor Isaac, good Isaac,'* 
and weep. 
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Boone urged him to connect hiineelf with soma 
temperance organization and to sign the pledge. 

But Isaac replied, " No, I'll be a free man. I will 
not sign away any of my rights." 

Boono made answer, " No, friend Isaac, signing 
the pledge would not be signing away jonr rights, bnt 
a demanding of them, leading, if kept, to the securiDg 
of them." . 

Boone urged his friend to look beyond himself for 
help, and begged of him to aay " By God's help I'll 
stop." 

Isaac thanked him for his kindness, saying, 
" Your advice is good, and I'll t.ake it, but I must 
h^ve one more good time, and then I will break off 
forever." 

Boone held him by the arm, saying, " Oh, my. 
friend, don't go. Take warning, for this 'once 
more ' has been the death of millions." But Isase 
tore away and was tost. He joined his former com- 
panions, and wild horses, with, a drunken driver, solved 
his earthly problem. 

At nightfall, into the little cottage where the aged 
Mrs. Lee, arrayed in her Sabbath gown and Sabbath 
cap, was standing, tending her blooming plants, strange 
men carried a familiar form. They laid poor Isaac 
down upon his bed, 'and then the surgeon, with a 
troubled look, told Boone that " all on earth wonld 
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soon be over." Alas, poor Isaac t Hia limba vere 
badly broken, and his brain affected. 

Soon lie awoke to partial consciousnees of his sitoa- 
lion. His first call was for Jonathan Boone. He 
wanted him to pray with him and for him. It was 
done. With words almost stifled with crying, Boone 
called on a merciful God to bless and pardon his dying 
friend. 

Bev. Dr. Goodman also called, and pointed the 
yonng man to hia only hope. 

Toward morning he rallied again, and calling Mrs. 
Lee and Boone to his side, thanked them both for 
their loving kindness. He acknowledged the folly of 
his life and the justice of his fate. 

But with a trembling hope he clung to the mercy 
of God, by feith in Christ, begging all who might ever 
hear of liis end to take warning, and said, " Now I 
know that none are safe who trifle with temptation." 

Then sinking back on his pillow, he fixed hia eyes 
on Jonathan Boone and died. 

Boone gave a decent burial to bis friend, and then 
clnttg the closer to poor old Mrs. Lee, whose age and 
feebleness could not endnre this sudden stroke. 

Within a week of Isaac's death, old Mrs. Lee was 
brought to the mortal brink. She died praising God, 
and blessing Jonathan Boone*. Jonathan held her 
hand until it was cold. 
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The great church was densely crowded at the 
fuDerft). After the coffia walked Jon^han Boone, 
Borrowfiil and alone. 

He drew from the savings bank a portion of his 
surplas earnings to pay the fiiueral costs of hie two 
friends, but when he went forward to do so, he was 
presented with a bill of expenses receipted in full, by 
the generosity of the deacons of the church. 

When these sad occurrences were over, Boone 
resumed his duties in the store of Mr. Davis, and in 
addition began a course of medical studies under direc- 
tion of his old teacher and friend, Dr, Brown, 

Boone's employer was in several respects a pecu- 
liar man. He was in the habit of patting people " to 
the test," as he termed it. When Boone first entered 
his employ, he took an early opportunity to say, 
" Boone, my boots need polishing." The boy never 
flinched, but stifling his rising pride, bit his lips and 
obeyed. Mr. Davis was pleased that he " stood the 
test," and never again called upon him for any menial 
service. Mr. Davis was a strict but not a severe 
master, and Boone wisely resolved to act in snch a 
way as to give no just cause for censure. He was 
called back one day, and to a reproachful remark of a 
comrade, said, " I went back, for my bread and butter 
was that side of the door." Aflairs began to darken. 
Mr. D. was civil, but there was au air of reserve that 
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seemed cold and formal, though Boone was still an 
inmate of his Loose, and ate at bis table. 

Ere long the queBtion of salary came up betweeD 
them, and Boone generously relinquished the increased 
Bftlaiy to which he was entitled by the original agree- 
ment. Bnt after the de»th of Isaac and Auntie, 
Boone's eyea were opened to notice slights, affronts, 
and troubles to which love and devotion bad hitherto 
made him blind. 

This merdiant's wife was a woman of fashion, and 
imagined herself somehow humbled by the intimacy 
of any member of her household with a person so 
lowly in station as Mrs. Lee, and at the table made a 
remark evidently designed to reflect unfavorably upon 
the memory of the departed. Boone said nothing, at 
the time, but never again would eat at tlieir table. 

In the store, also, affairs were becoming cloudy. 
On one occasion the merchant said to Boone, " I like 
an honest clerk, but you please me too well." Boone 
made no reply, but laid away the remark in his 
memory. A few days afterward, a lady who had 
selected a piece of calico, was about to pay for it, 
wlien she inquired, " Are these fast colors ? " 

Boone replied, "-Madame, indeed I am not quite 
sure they are. In fact the goods are marked so low 
that, while the fibre is strong and the pattern hand- 
some, it is possible that the colors may fade. They 
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were not warranted to us, and we cannot warrant them 
to you." 

Up spoke a younger clerk, with the assurance that 
the colorg were firm and fast, and " could not be faired 
to fade, either by water or sun." 

But the lady declined to take the goods, and the 
sale being lost, Mr. D. reproved Boone. 

At another time a customer wanted ten yards of a 
certain line of fashionable goods. 

Boone answered, " I am sorry to say that we have 
not c[uite that much remaiuing, only nine and three* 
fourths yards. Up spoke the same clerk, " Yes there 
are ten yards plump." So off he goes, and by dint of 
. skillful stretching made ten yards of it. 

The lady took the goods, and the merchant re- 
buked Boone, and added a significant shrug of the 
shoulders, and a contemptnona look that proved the 
last feather that broke the camel's back. 

The next day .the lady returned the goods, and 
demanded her money, as the pattern required -ten 
yards, and the piece was not of full length. 

Whereupon Boone said gently but firmly to his 
employer, " Sir, for your kindness in all the past, I 
tha^lk you, and shall always desire your welfare, but 
it is best that we separate." 

They made a quick settlement and parted in peace. 
Boone being appointed by law to dispose of the small - 
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array of goods and chattels left by Mrs. Lee, sold them 
for cash and gave the proeeeda to a relative of the 
deceased, who appeared after the funeral, reserving 
for himself only a few precious souvenirs. This done, 
Boone sent gifts of affection to his parents, whom he 
believed were yet living on the old Kentucky home- 
stead, and sent also a loving letter in which he hoped 
to see them yet again, not only in this life quickly, 
but also at last and forever in the infinite beyond. 

As we have already stated, Boone's Sabbath school 
teacher was a physician, and being a frequent visitor 
at his house, and having free access to his excellent 
library, he became interested in the study of medi- 
cine, and spent much of his leisure in the diligent 
perusal of books it contained. So well had Boone 
improved his opportunities of study, counsel and ob- 
servation, that he felt warranted in spending a portion 
of his Sabbaths among the indigent sick, giving niedi- 
cine to body and soul. 

When Boone finally left the employment of Mr. 
Davis, he was invited by Dr. Brown to join him as a 
partner in the practice of medicine — promising him- 
self to assume responsibility of all difficult cases ; and 
to give to Boone the light work until experience 
should give confidence and skill. 

Acceptance of this offer — made by one of the befit 
established physicians and surgeons in the State of 
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Maryland — would have given Boone at once an hon- 
orable and lucrative position. 

But other fields were to be the theatre of Jonathan 
Boone's life harvest of nsefalness and honor ; as we 
shall see. 
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CHAPTER V. 

TT is now time for ns again to transfer oar " Picture 
-'- ofLife" to theStateof Kentuekj, and to the period 
when Jonathan Boone hade his weeping parents good- 
bye. After his departure, his brothers had full sway, 
and used every opportunity to sow seeds of dissatisfac- 
tion in the father's mind. 

Through motives of the noblest etivalry, yonng 
Boone had quietly taken his leave, rather than remaia 
ft cause of constant trouble in the family. 

Violent, indeed, was the inward shock of separa- 
tion ; but he did it for the best ; and gladly endured 
all the toil, care and trouble that it cost him. History 
is full of the treachery and selfishness of the human 
heart, and these three older brothers of Jonathan con- 
firmed the lessons of History. 

While he was still a dweller in his father's house, 
his brothers often upbraided him for his tedious pre&< 
ence and constant annoyance. They also reproached 
the father for allowing such a worthless boy to en- 
cumber the family, and said, " It is a shame that he 
should remain at home — adding to the cares and ex- 
penses of us, who have both old and young to support. 
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"Why don't he do as any honorable boy wonld under 
8uch circumstances — go off and earn bis own living ; 
and get in the way of working while be is young ? " 

And wbeu, for the sake of peace, the noble youth 
did leave his preciouB home — loand behold, these same 
consistent brethren piped to another key, and said, 
" "Weil, this beats all the heartless acts we ever heard 
of ; a boy deserting his aged and helpless parents, in- 
stead of staying to cheer and help them. Not he t 
No — he has left the burden on us — while he carries a 
free foot and light back to go wherever bis fancy oalls 
him." 

With sleepless craft and cnnning they sought to 
Bour the hearts of father aud mother to the darling 
child of their latter days. 

As the years rolled ronnd, the brothers indulged 
the infamous idea of making the old people believe 
that Jonathan was a worthless vagabond ; and after- 
ward reported to them that he was dead, in conse- 
quence of his follies and crimes. To consummate this 
villainous design, the brothers kept back from the 
parents the loving letters written by the long absent 
son. Often would the father say, " Don't tail to in- 
quire if there be a letter for me." And then the good 
old mother would say, "Jonathan was always a good 
boy — be must be dead, or else he wonld write," 

And then at last a letter did come, wnttea in a 
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strange hand, by one who pretended that it was need- 
ful for him to write, aa Jonathan, in consequence of his 
follies and crimes, was too feeble to hold a pen, Alas ! 
how the father and mother wept at the news contained 
in this letter, which letter was a forgery and a fraud. 
In that same hour the aged couple received a shock 
from which they never recovered. Their step grew 
heavy, their voices weak, and all their gayety seemed 
fled. 

The mother never smiled again, and soon laid 
down and died. Afterward came another letter bear- 
ing the dark memorials of woe, and when the seal was 
broken, it told of the death of Jonathan ; and his 
burial in a Potters' Field. The noble old patriarch 
was forced to beheve the false bnt sorrowful tidings, 
and exclaimed, like David for his son Absalom, chang- 
ing but a name, "Oh, my son Jonathan, would God I 
had died for thee. Oh, Jonathan, my son, my son." 

As soon as these three had convinced the father 

of Jonathan's death, they skilfully suggested that it 

would be necessary to change the provisions of his 

then existing will, whereby Jonathan was secured a 

portion of the estate. For some time the old father 

from this act, because it seemed to him like 

[ the last tie that bound him to his darling son. 

le aged father was alone, his wife was dead, he 

I one to cheer or counsel him. He was jostled 
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here, and skilfnlly flattered there, until finally, by 
falsehood and strategy, he was apparently .conCLuered, 
and gave consent that his will should be changed. 

A day was appointed when this work should be 
done. A grand dinner waa provided in the oldest 
brother's bouse, where the father was living, a well 
known, honorable and skilful lawyer waa procured, 
and three trusty neighbors to serve as witnesses. And 
now the dinner is over, ink, paper, and pen are ready, 
the father seems willing, the old will is produced, and 
the great work of the day is waiting to be accom- 
plished. 

Up speak the three brothers, like honorable men, 
Baying, " We do not wish, to have any agency in this 
aifair. It is father's wish and we admit that it is no 
more than just and proper, that since brother Jona- 
than is dead, his name should not appear in the will." 

Consequently these noble and high-minded brothers 
continued to say, " Gentlemen, we will not remain 
present while this work is done. Do what is right 
and proper, but it shall be father's act and will, not 
oars." 

So the three brothers retired, but the three wit- 
nesses and the lawyer and old father Boone remained, 
and, as we will eventually discover, what waa done, 
was done both well and quickly. 

When the writing was finished the document waa 
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placed ID an envelope, which was sealed and deposited 
' in the lawyer's safe, to await the old man's death. 
Lawyer and witnesses kept closed mouths except in 
saying, " What is written, is as you desired — ^your 
fether's will." 

From this time onward the aged father seemed to 
lose all desire for life, and all relisli for its enjoyments. 
The light in his eye burned low, the ilre on his heart 
went out. Slowly he sank down into the decrepitude 
of age, into the gloom of dnmb forgetfulness and 
second childhood. 

It is often the case that -time rectifies its own in- 
jnstice, and puts itself right on the earthly record. 

It is sad to look upon this phase of " The Picture 
of Life." Two aged parents grieving under the 
enforced absence of a beloved son, and this son igno- 
rant of their sorrow, toiling for his daily bread and 
nightly couch. While his brothers were at home, sur- 
rounded with the dear familiar scenes, fed with the 
finest wheat from their father's ample fields, clad in 
garments from their own flocks, poor Jonathan con- 
tinned among strangers, ignorant of bis mother's death, 
and ignorant of the additional fact, that she died loving 
her boy and calling on a righteous God to pardon all 
his waywardness, and bring him at last in pardoning 
mercy to meet her in the bright world above. 
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CHAPTER TI. 



"1 row gay waa life ia Baltimore on that magnifi' 
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cent day ! Sanlight was crystal and the air was 



ba)in. The rosy gardens were a festival for the eyes, 
beautifnl birds and merry children flitted and danced 
among them. 

Along the streets of the town walked a young man 
of twenty, tall and mascnlar. 

His cheeks were florid with health, and his connte- 
nance beamed with the benediction of an approving 
conscience. He met acquaintances npon the street, 
who returned his salutations with the greatest respect. 
Leaving the thorongbf ares he strolls into a quiet shady 
street for meditation. 

Soon the young man exclaims, " Hy mind is made 
up. I wiJ] go back to my early home, and have many 
more smiles from my father and mother before they 
die. Oh, noble Kentucky, State of my birth and 
childhood, take me to thy arms again. And oh, kind 
Heaven, guide and bless me, and let me gently close 
my parents' eyes in death, or grant that they close 

So saying, he drew near to his boarding house, and 
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r the postman approach. As he comes up he pn>- 
les a letter written in a lady's hand. , 
Boone looks at the poBl^mark. It ia somewhat 
1, bat he reads the name of bis native village. 
It is long since he received word from home, and 
ckly breaking the seal be is delighted with the 
ining words, " My very dear brother." 
As he glances at the signatnre and reads the name 
bis sister Anna, he is doubly delighted. 
He begins the message. As he reads, he falters, 
tarns red, he tarns pale, he gasps for breath, and 
ps reading from blindneaa. 

In agony of spirit lie cries bitterly, then dries his 
rs, then weeps again through the long torturing 
ir. Gloomy grows the sun, lately so bright, mnrky 
I air lately all bahn, silent the birds lately bo vocal, 
i dead all joy to Jonathan Boone 1 Alas, alas, what 
'icture of Life ia human sorrow, which comes some- 
les silent yet surely oa like the deepening shadows 
evening, ending in darkness ; and again comes sud- 
ily like an avalanche from Alpine mountains, and 
smiling valleys brings stifling and death. 
The writing of this letter was actuated by sorrow 
i repentance for wrong doing, with full confession 
d determined parpose to make all possible rostitn- 
>n. Perhaps we cannot do better than let it tell its 
m pLiintive story : 
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" Mr TBET DEAR BBOTHEB JoNATHAH : 

" With trembling hand, and eyes so full of tears 
that I can scarcely see what I write, I send to you thia 
letter, which is only the moaning of a desolate heart. 
God foi^ve me for any part L have had in this 
wretched business, and oh, that yon would forgive me 
too, also. But where shall I begin, and what shall I 
say i Ton were always- of the etrongest nerves, and 
feared nothing — I hope you still are so. 

" Our dear mother is no longer living. She has beea 
dead for two years, and we have been cruelly deceiv- 
ing you by writing from time to time that she was 
alive and happy. But yon will do me the justice to 
remember that I have had no active personal agency in 
the affair. I have written of father, but said not that 
mother was alive ; I only said she was happy. Your 
brothers wrote different, doubtless from fear you 
might hasten home and defeat their plans. But, thank 
God, she died praying for blessings on your head. 

" As to onr poor father, he is still alive, but his rea- 
son has largely left him. All day he keeps in the 
corner silent and sorrowful, except when ho occaeion- 
all}' (ftUs me to him and whispers something" wild and 
senseless about * My boy, my boy,' meaning you, dear 
brother. Oh, how he loved you, and how he longed 
to get your lettere t He and mother read them over 
and over, and were constantly talking of you. 
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"Bat after you had been absent a few years, my 
Lhers began to keep back your letters, or read tbem 
Brent from the way they were written. Thns 
ler and mother were led to believe that yon were a 
1 yonng man. Oh, pardon me for any agency of 
le in this evil work. But I was between many 
i, and I often told our parents that perhaps it was 
BO bad after all. 

" And then, after mother died, our father was made 
)elieve that you also was dead, and then they got 
1 to change hie will, bo aB to leave all the property 
hemselves. But don't fear, I have a good share in 
ley, which I will divide with yoii to the last penny. 
d now, what will you do ? le your employment 
k that yon can come home for a season at least t 
" Of course your brothers will treat yon with cold- 
i ; but what have they now to fear, since they have 
property, and father is like a child ? Sister Char- 
e is in no way to blame. She married soon after 
ir departure, and lives in Tirginia, All three of 
ir brothers are living with their families on farms 
snging to the estate. 

" Heaven guide and bless you with strength for all 
ir trials, and grace to pardon your loving but sor- 
rfol sister, 

"Ahha Boomb." 
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600D natnre'B proad nobility asserted itself. Boone 
calmly read every word, and folly weighed every fact, 
then folded the letter and said, 

" My mind is fixed ; homeward at once I go." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

'rrilS midaigbt in Kentucky. Solemnaod strange 
-*- Beems the outward ecene ; tboagh made up of 
snch familiar objects as meadowsand streams sparkling 
under ttie soft radiance of the snmmer moonlight. 
Over to the West the shoulders and peaks of moun- 
tains were quickly growing dark with the shadow of 
the coming storm. 

A colored servant is close beside an aged man. He 
Bpeaks kindly, saying, '* Don't fear — all right — ^your 
daughter has heeu kept away. She will be home to- 
morrow, don't fear ; we are going to have a thunder 
storm." 

The aged man, still bearing bis usTial vacant look, 
replies, " Tes, yes, child, that's right," Then his eyes 
seemed to kindle, and he started up, saying, " What — 
do yoQ tell me 60 i My boy, my boy." And then 
bis sluggish brain fell asleep again. 

The clouds deepen. The advancing hosts of the 
storm trample out the stare from the wondrous sky, 
and flashes of lightning revealing the dark outline of 
the tempest, fill all the landscape with the momentary 
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glory of day. Loud speaks the thunder, and then 
retreating, whispers to the East. 

The aged man is aroused by the commotion. He 
tosses in hia bed. And now the tempest rages and 
loudly howls the haggard witch of night. The rain 
comes down in floods. Wind, water, lightning, dark- 
ness, thnnder, all combine in frenzied havoc. 

Now falls the thanderbolt with a, mighty crash. 
The house is struck, the air is filled with sulphurous 
vapor, the inmates are all partially stunned ; and some 
are seemingly dead. 

When the colored nurse has thrown off the electric 
fetters ho hastens to his patient, whose eyes are wild, 
whose face is deadly pale — whose chin has dropped 
and limbs are stiff. 

The nurse bathes his face and head with abundant 
water and rubs his limbs. Slowly but surely he 
revives ; and what is still better, the lightning has 
broken the gloomy charm. The father is himself 
again. Weak and troubled, he says, " I wake out of 
sleep." 

At this moment hurried footsteps were heard on 
the stairs. A woman comes in view with evident 
marks of horror and dismay, saying, " Haste, I fear my 
husband is killed by the lightning. Let the house be 
roused and sbme one sent at once for the doctor." It 
was done. 
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All aid and comfort were given to the etricken 
man. The same treatment bo saccessfully given to 
the aged father was bestowed upon the son ; hot it was 
nnavailiug. The man seemed Btrack not onlj by light- 
Ding, bat by death. And tu add still more to this 
pictnre of horror, Jacob Boone's only son, a lad ten 
years of age, who in the excitement in regard to the 
father had been overlooked, was discovered in his bed 
paralyzed and apparently dying. The honae was .filled 
with lamentation, and when the gleams of lightning 
lit np the outside world, all eyes swept the road lead- 
ing to the village in hopes of seeing the doctor's well- 
known gig draw nigh. But they saw nothing of it. 
In a. moment after, by the next gleam of lightning 
they saw the colored boy rctaming. The horse he 
rode was nnder whip to keep np to a tall man who was 
running swiftly toward the house. And now the 
ebon messenger quickly enters the door, exclaiming, 
" Old doctor am goned away, and won't be back till 
dia yer mornin' ; but here am de new Dr. Jones, 
what jest come — and, golly, I fetch him right along 
for sartin. Sakes alive — how him run." 

At once Dr. Jones was brought to the bedside of 
the sick man, and thence to that of the boy. All cars 
were attentive to catch any word of opinion. The 
doctor said, " Neither of these cases are hopeless ; cir- 
culation continueB, and I see no serious discoloration. 
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Ib it the wish of the family that I asBnme the manage- 
ment of the ease?" 

" Oh, certaiDly," said Boone's wife. " Save my 
husband and child ; and you will "jae paid any sum 
you desire." ^% 

Dr. Jones bowed in response ; but added, " I did 
not refer to money, but I thought it possible you might 
not be willing to trust a stranger." 

Mrs. Boone. — ^Yea, yes. Don't wait a moment, I 
pray you, 

Dr. Jones. — The boy who brought me said that 
the old gentleman also was prostrated by the shock, 
I wish to see him iirst a moment. 

Mrs. Boone. — Oh, never raiad him. He is old, 
and must soon die any way. But save my husband ' 
and child, first, and at all costs. 

Dr. Jones. — In all cases I first help the most help- 
less, and age is helpless. If you value the lives of 
your husband and son, lead me to the old gentleman 
at once. 

With ill-coneealed unwillingness, they took him 
to the room of old Father Boone. And there upon a 
bed he saw an old man, pale and wrinkled and feeble. 
The doctor nervously grasped the outstretched hand, 
and heard a voice whose tones thrilled him to the 
inmost soul. He felt the old man's pulse and said, 
" God bless you, sir, you are worth a hundred dying 
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mea." He quickly gave a reviving draught and has- 
tetiecl back. 

He ordered the two patioDts, fetlier and son, 
brought into throne room. He raised their heads a 
little. He ordtfcd warm poultices to their hands and 
feet, gentle friction over the body, skilful eprinkliug 
of water on the face, covering the forehead with mag- 
netic ointment, artificial respiration and reviving salts 
to the nostrils. 

The first sign of returning health was on the part 
of the child, who eoon began to move its limbs, and to 
open its eyes on a world it had almost left forever. 
The case of the father was more Btubbom. Hoar after 
hour went by, with no abatement of the dreadful 
symptoms. Just at the dawn of day his eyee opened, 
but they were ennken and glassy. All the family 
gave a scream of terror at the sight, thinking it to be 
a ^gn of approaching death. Bat the doctor welcomed 
it as evidence of returning sensibility. Soon active 
remedies in solution were placed in the month in small 
quantities, and ere long all the vital functions began 
to quicken. The stiffened limbs grew pliant, the 
voice returned, and by the blesBing of God on the 
skill of man, life was saved. 

When old Dr. Blank, the family physician, came 
with the rising sun, he found not only old grandfather 
Boone, but also Jacob Boone, the fatlier, and Willie 
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Boone, the boy, fuJlj revived, and stiffering only 
slightly from soreness of the mnacleB. The old doc- 
tor complimented the yonnger on bis heroic treatment 
and its success, while Jacob said, " Make out your 
bill, and it shall be paid." 

Dr. Jones made answer, " If agreeable, I will take 
pay for my small bill by boarding hero for a week 
or two, until I can look about me, as I do not quite 
feel satisfied with my quarters at the village inn." 

Mrs. Boone at once consented, but her husband 
said something about the scarcity of spare rooms, to 
which Dr. Jones replied, " Oh, I can room with the 
old gentleman, and be ready to help him if he should 
suddenly require me." But this last snggcstion 
seemed to bo still less agreeable, and Jacob Boone 
strangely denied to the man who had just brought him 
from the grave the one little privilege desired. 

Dr. Jones again entered the room of the aged man 
and held a pleasant conversation with him, being 
greatly affected thereby, especially when he spoke of 
his absent son and of bis daughter, who was to return 
during the day. 

After breakfast the colored boy was directed to at- 
tach the best horses to the beat carriage, and forthwith 
Dr. Jones was taken in good style back to the vil- 
lage hotel. On the afternoon of the same day, Mies 
Anna Boone returned to her place at her father's side. 
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TbiE fact wae communicated as by agreement with 
the colored driver, whereupon Dr. Jones at once pr&- 
pareB this brief note : 

" My PEECI0U8 8I8TEE Anna : 

" I have come ; keep silent. Meet me at once at 
the village inu. 

" Your loving brother, 

" Jonathan Boonh." 

This letter was given io a speedy and troBty mes- 
Bcnger, with exprese orders to put it only in the hands 
of the person to whom it was addressed, and to bring 
back an answer, either verbal or written. 

The messenger departs ; Boone waits. Soon the 
messenger returns. He bears no message, verbal or 
writteo. But he is followed — yes, so quickly has she 
obeyed the summons, that he is now accompanied, 
and now even preceded by Anna herself. 

Boone sees her at a distance. He stands not oq 
ceremony ; he runs, he leaps, he fies. Brother and sis- 
ter, after ten years' absence, embrace each other, and all 
the gloomy past vanishes in the joyous sunlight of the 
present. Then follow many words, and long explana- 
tions, plentiful pardon and pledges of truth and faith- 
fnlnesa, then marking out of plans and purposes. 
Anna Boone expressed great joy that their father had 
been so nearly restored to reason by the electric shock 
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of the previoDB night, and hoped that man^ bsppy 
years were retnainiDg to faim. 

But Jonathan Boone, who was also Dr. Jones, 
feared otherwise. He said, " I sm inclined to think, 
that ^vbile onr father rallied somewhat under the 
wonderful excitement, he will eventaally sink down 
from the eifects of it. He may keep up weeks, and 
months, but not years." 

Anna wag forced to yield to her brother's opinion, 
and proudly coiupHmented bim ou fais medical ekill. 
She also wished to be told about his journey home- 
ward, and whether he bad received her letter; and a 
thousand other questions which curiosity and affection 
quickly sug^sted. 

He replied, " Yes, I got your letter, and am thank- 
ful for it. I had separated from my employer, and at 
once I hastened home by various modes of conveyance, 
and being a good walker, I am always supplied with 
an excellent team. At length I drew near the village, 
and hope began to kindle, as my eyes fell on long 
lored and once familiar places and objects. I stopped 
to drink of the clear meadow-brook, flowing under the 
highway bridge, and lingered to gather a handful of 
wild flowers that adorn its banks. The balls of my 
memory were filled with the murmar of voices, 
merry and childHke, and among them I heard the 
pleasant voice of a maiden with dark and lustrous 
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curls. You know whom I mean ; for I have Bome* 
fimoB spoken of her in laj letters — handsome Katy 
Sinclair. 

" When I entered the village hotel I became at once 
the object of much cnrioeity, and I concluded that it 
wonld quiet suspicion for me to enrol myself under 
the name of Dr. Jones. This I felt the more enabled 
to do because I had spent all my leisure time in the 
study and practise of medicine in the city of Baltimore. 
I arrived in this place yesterday afternoon, and made 
Bome general inquiries about our family. 

" The facts of ray coming in town, and of being a 
doctor, must have spread very quickly, for last night 
I was aroused from sleep to attend upon ' The Boone 
Family,' who the colored boy said were all ' killed by 
lightning.* 

" But now, Anna, please tell me what did my fether 
say about mo ? Did he recognize my voice, or looks, 
or manners ? " 

Anna. — "Well, brother, ten years at your age makes 
on amazing change. I would not have known yoa 
myself. You left home a downy-faced boy, and have 
returned a heavy-bearded man. Of conrse he did not 
recognize you. But he said yoa were a pleasant gen- 
tleman, and that he was anxious to see more of yon, 
because yon somehow reminded him of his " poor 
boy." 
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Boone. — What did my brother Jacob say 9 Did 
he coDJecture who I was } 

A-itna. — No, not completely. But I overheard him 
say to his wife, " Let this Dr. Jones be paid, and 
paid liberally. He has done well as fl doctor, but his 
face troubles me. There is something in bis presence 
that f orshadows evil ; and I do not like it. Pay him 
well and i^nickly, and let him go. He is a safe man 
to keep at a distance." Depend npon it, brother, the 
very moment Jacob and his brothers discover fully 
who you are, a storm will follow, and you will be 
hanted like a deer, and even your life put in danger. 

Jonathan Boone drew a full breath, and rising up 
to his fall height, said, " These brothers of mine drove 
me from my parents' face, when a boy ; they have 
robbed me oi my property by deceit and falsehood, 
blasted my good name and scorned all my good offices ; 
and why ? Becaufe I am their brother, born of the 
same blood, called by the eame name, and fed at the 
same table. But, my sister, I forgive them fully. But 
hear me more. I have returned a man. Last night, 
nnder Providence, I saved Jacob's life, and that of his 
son, and I have a recompense still due me ; I will not 
be denied the privilege of visiting my father during 
the few months of his remaining life. I have lost my 
mother, and will soon lose my &ther ; but they shall 
not rob me of his dying blessing." 
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The sister said, " I will do all in mj power to help 
and protect yon. But wh&t are yoar plans, dear 
brother ! " 

He answered, " Go home, Anna, and tell onr 
brothers who I am. Also tell them for me that they 
tire entitled to all the property, if they will let me 
nurse my father until his death. And, oh, my sister, 
deal wisely with our father. His enchanting locks of 
white will always endure in my recollection. Tell him, , 
carefully, that I am alive, and will visit him." 

So kissing each other, brother and aister were 
separated. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

A ND now the scene is changed to the Boone 

-^^^ homestead on the following day. The sister 

and daughter is returned, bearing with her the Bccret, 

from whose unfolding she naturally expects enmity 

^ and opposition. 

She first seeks her aged parent, saying, " Father, I 
am told that your boy, poor little Jonathan, now 
grown to be a man, is not dead, bat living, and who 
knows but that he may some early morning walk in 
the door and give us a merry greeting." The aged 
seemed at once to gain new life, and answered : 

" Willingly would I die, if I could see little Jona- 
than once more." 

*' But," said the daughter, " what would his 
brothers do? Would they not drive him out with 
clubs and rifles, now that he has become a man, as 
• they once did with threats and frowns when he was a 
boy?" 

The, father's pale face flushed with heroic courage 
as he thus expressed himself : " They dare not do it. 
I will let them know that I am not dead or helpless." 

Anna. — Wicked men dare do anything. But I 
have reasons to expect that Jonathan will be in this 
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town any day, perhaps to-morrow. But, father, could 
yon endure the excitemeot of reunion i 

Father. — Yes. I wish he was in thie town this 
moment. 

The daughter eame ctoBe beside her aged parent, 
and looking him Bmilicgly in the face, whispered lov- 
ingly, " Father, Jonathan is in this town this moiDeot." 

Quickly he answered, " Then I have seen him, 
God bless him. He was here last night, and saved all ^ 
our lives. I thought he was like my boy. Au I not 
right, my daughter \ " 

Aima. — Yes, you are right. He forgives his broth- 
ers for all their conduct, and asks only for the privi- 
lege of caring for yon. 

Faiher. — He shall have it, and be well paid, too; 
for remember I have made my will, and made it in 
the light of the Judgment Day. "With these words 
said, the old gentleman caught up bis cane, and pound- 
ing violently on the floor, called tho household to- 
gether. Among them came feebly his oldest son, to 
whom he said, " Jacob, how dare you and the other 
boys lie to me by saying that my little Jonathan was 
dead ! Thank God, he is no dead villain, but a living 
hero. He was here last night, and saved our lives. Send 
Harry with the carriage down to the village, and bring 
my boy home to me at once. Tell all the boys to 
come and welcome their brother," 
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Esliaiisted bj tlw thrill of this long speech, the 
lire r^£rfuned, Jacob stamped hia foot nod cleDched 
IiiB fist vith aa mnch force as he was capable of show- 
ing, aitd growled) " Just as I expected. I knew the 
crafty fellow. It U gold he wants, and gold he iball 
have ; bnt I swear he shall not again enter this house, 
or BtaJtd npoi^ this land ; and what I say my brothers 
will oonfirm." 

Jacob Boone then left the apartment and returned 
to the onter hall. At this moment voices were heard 
oatside the door, and in came Jacob's two brothers 
and their wives, who congratulated him on his recovery 
from the shock. 

But they were all astonished when Jacob informed 
them thus : " Boys, I have bad news to tell you. That 
most unwelcome brother of onrs who ran away from 
borne ten years ago, as a young v^abond, has returned 
an older one, and threatens to turn us all out on the 
road. Mnst I fight this battle alone, or shall we three 
make one quarrel for us all I " 

Both the brothers declared thoy would stand by 
Jacob, and drive this wretched out-cast and interloper 
whence he came, glad to escape their vengeance. 

Just then the sister Anna stepped upon the scene, 
and in a gentle but determined manner addressed the 
leader, "Jacob, you are mistaken. I invited Jona- 
than to come home ; I wrote him of mother's death 
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and ffttlier'a eicknesa. He knows all of the dreadful 
secret, for I have told him. He Bays yoa may keep 
the property if you will only allow him to remain with 
father till his death, which cannot be far distant." 

Both the younger brolhers cried out, " No ; a thou- 
sand timeB, no." 

And then the younger one defiantly announced, 
" The crafty villain wants to get a foothold, so as to 
secure all. I swear he shall not come, save over my 
dead body." 

Then the sister spoke again : " Oentlemen, I hold 
a mortgage on this property for ten thousand dollars. 
Tou have not paid me interest for five years. You 
also owe me for service in this house, for twelve years, 
ify total claim is more than fifteen thousand dollars. 
I shall collect this claim at once, if you do not give 
consent for my brother to visit hie father and mine, as 
well as yours." 

Up spoke Jacob Boone, " Tour threats are broken 
weapons. Pay you wages ! I think so — but not till 
after you have paid us for keeping you a lady. And 
your mortgage is not worth the paper it covers, for it 
was given without equivalent, and executed only by 
me and my brothers, to keep you quiet, while we got 
this property all fixed." Just then the side door 
opened, and from another apartment came in Jonathan 
Boone. Jacob was at once seized with a trembling and 
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giddiDess, but be had Etrengtb to Bay, "That's him; 
keep the villain out." 

The two brothera stepped forward, when Jonathan 
waved his hand, saying, " Stand back ; let there be 
peace between ub." 

The only answer was an oath, and the words, " Ont 
of this honse at once. Stay one moment longer, at 
your deadly peril," So saying the two brothers came 
toward Jonathan, while Jacob came feebly np. One 
brother sprang at Jonathan, but the muscular young 
man quickly leaped over a table to avoid him, and with 
tremendous strength held the table in his arms as a 
shield. Then the other seized a rifle that was lying 
over the window, and came forward with it. 

Quick as a flash, young Boone wrenched the weapon 
&om liis hands, and with a mighty effort hurled it 
through the window. Crash went sash and glass, while 
the broken weapon went whirling out upon the sod. 

Boone said, " Hear me, one moment, brothers. I 
am not a desperate man save that I am in desperate 
earnest. We Are brothers ; let us live in peace. Were 
we to pave this floor with our mutual dead, it would 
not help us. I have earned my own living in the 
past, and will do so in the future. I ask nothing of 
you, or my father, except tlie privilege of freely visiting 
and caring for him, till he die." The three brothers, 
seeing the wondrous strength and courage of the young. 
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eet, Btood, nncert&in what to do ; wheD t^e Bistu- and eia- 
ters-in-law gave their wise counsel, and peace was made. 

Jonathan Boone was allowed to come, and eta;, 
and go, and was kindly treated, which favor he ree^ved 
with thanke. 

£auk to his father's room the bob went qnickly, 
and long they kiseed and wept fwd marshalled all the 
past. Kight and day the two were together, and the 
sister Anna was delighted. In company with old Dr. 
Blank, young Boone visited those in sickness ; for the 
fftxae of his courage and skill soon tilled the coantry^ 
Not long after this period a contagious fever was quite 
prevalent in that section. Boone had read in iui old 
medical work, printed in French, of a certain mode of 
Bucceaslul treatment. At Boone's saggestion, Dr. 
Blank gave this treatment a fair trial, and with excel- 
lent results ; for the ravages of the fever were quickly 
stayed. Skilfully did Jonathan tend his father, 
always avoiding nndue excitement, and yet aflbrding 
the stimulus of proper food and medicine, and graiial 
cheer. When returning from his walks or ride^ 
Jonathan would hasten to his father's room, and say, 
" Oome now, sweet lather, tell me how yon feel to- 
day J" 

Toe aged man would always answer cheerily, 
'AH the better for seeing yoo, my boyj come, at 
dowB,«id tell me aU the news." 
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So the best of boos would eabertain the best of 
Others with a playful narrative of facts and fancies, 
just suited to rcfregb a waning mind. Thus smoothlj 
ran the days and weeks away, bearing this wearj mor- 
tal to a quiet grave. But one morning Jonathan took 
Anna aside and quietly and seriously made this an- 
QDuncement, " Our father is failing, 1 fear." 

Not many hours afterward the old Patriarch drew 
theni near to him, and putting his right hand on the 
head of Jonathan, and his left on Anna, prayed 
fervently, and blessed his children. Then the fathea- 
gradnally gpew weaker. At times a dizziness seized hold 
i^)on him. His breath came and went, and then his &ce 
grew grand with the reflected glory of The Infinite. 
Calling all his famUy around him, children, and chil- 
dren's childr^, men and wives, he feebly said, " But 
ft little longer, children, oan I see you. I am happy. 
Death is nothing to me, for I am ready. Kea. die, 
but they leave the world behind, and a jnst God 
governs it. Forgive all your enemies — love one 
another — and do your duty." Then his eyes closed, 
and he rested ; ere long again be woke, and feebler 
still, he whispered, " My poor boy, don't leave me. 
I feel enchanted, I see a light — farewell," 

And at noon the father lay in Jonathan's arms, 
and he was dead. How still is the hoase as friends 
and neighbors step softly in, and silently gaze on the 
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calm fair face 1 And now they gather for his barial. 
After appropriate service is concluded, then oat of the 
house they carry him. On the hill, under the maples, 
they leave him, asleep with his beloved. How deso- 
late seemed the world to Jonathan Boone ! To his 
sister he confided his plans ; ending with, " Anna, roa 
and I must separate," 

To this the sister answered, " Oh, no, no. Be not 
too ha£ty. Delay at least to hear what is written in 
father's will. He told me long ago that you were well 
remembered." 

Jonathan. — It is settled, I pledged my word. I 
will at once retnove the shadow of my presence from 
the homes of my brothers, perhaps forever. When I 
have a home of my own, I would welcome you, and 
life may yet be bright. I will always thank yoa for 
leading me to my good father. Bat, Anna, tell me of 
my schoolmate, Katy Sinclair. 

Anna. — She has grown up a comely woman, with 
bright eyes and curls. 

Boone. — But where is she living ? I see nothing 
of her at church or village. 

Anna. — She is away at present, closing her studies. 

Boone. — Has she a suitor yetl 

Anna. — Yes, several. But report has named a 
wealthy stranger as the one accepted. 

A wild fluttering of the heart, a fulness of the 



throat, a paiDfnl pressure on the brain, a quick gasp, 
and Jonathan revived ; but sorrow had made its iast- 
■ ing home in his heart. He delayed, neatly to sod hig 
parents' graves, and aid his sister in planting blooming 
shrubs around them. So kissing her good-bye, he 
spent the night at the hotel, and in the morning, when 
Anna and Willie sought him, they found him not, for 
he had gone on a long journey. 
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CHAPTER, IX. 

"TT7"E cannot here relate in detail the incidents of 
* * tlio way, nor tell of tbe lofty thoaghte that 
entered his miud. 

Suffice it to say, that at last the jonmey was ended, 
and the next few years were spent by the youth in a 
northern State — sometimeE upon a farm during the 
summer, and at school during the winter. He often 
sent cheering letters to the friends at home. At 
length, having grown to man's estate, and with earn- 
ings well saved, Jonathan Boone, led on hy that spirit 
of adventure which often marks the members of cer- 
tain families, took ship for England. In an ocean 
voyage, tliongh tranquil and rapid, the elements of 
danger and sublimity are always to be found. There 
is a feeling of loneliness even on the crowded deck, 
and a seuEatiou of terrible awe as one looks upon 
the wide, deep and untamable sea. Moreover, the 
stoutest heart must shrink from the reflection that at 
all times, but a wooden wall of a few inches in thick- 
ness stands as a screen between him and a watery 
grave. Yet stands it firm as adamant at the biddings 
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of God. Welcome indeed, were tlje ohalty cliffe of 
AlbioD to Boone's languid, seiusick eyes. 

. As he put hie foot on EngliBh soil, an ioBtant tiirill 
ran through his mind. Hie long evening studies in his 
native land had left litm no stranger to English history. 

He knew that the island of Eritain, nestling so 
cosily on the breast of the Atlantic, was the centre of 
the most noble Empire that ever controlled bumaD 
destiny. He had read of the original Celtic tribes — 
of their rude condition and barbarous manners. He 
had read of their original Druid worship in groves of 
oak watered by the sacred streams. He knew that 
the ancient Britons were divided into many tribes who 
fought with spears and broadswordB, and went into 
battle with armed chariots, to whose axles were fasU 
ened scythes and hooks. 

He knew that while it is impossible to penetrate ' 
the obscurity that covers the original tribes of Britain, 
yet it is believed, that the Celtic tribes came from 
G«nl — the ancient name of France. 

He remembered that the reliable history of the 
island begins with the first invasion under Julius 
Csesar — about fifty years before the birth of Christ, 
and which has been recorded on the pages of CEeaar 
and Tacitus. 

He had heard of the gallant chiefs who drove 
Cfiwar and his Boman Legions over the Channel. 

a 
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He had read of CaractactiB, king of the Britons, 
who, on being taken captive to Home, rebnked the 
ambition of his conquerors by saying, " Why ehoald 
yon, who possess such magniticence at home, envy me 
an humble cottage in Britain V 

He had read of Boadicea, queen of Norfolk anc 
Suffolk, who in the year 61, lost eighty thousand of he: 
sabjects in one battle, and then committed snicid* 
rather than be captured. 

The Britons were brave, bnt unskilled, and the 
Komans took possesBion of the sonthern portion of the 
island, .and spread abroad the arts of peace, law and 
government. 

To protect the people against the Caledonians — 
that is the Picts and Scots who occupied Scotland, the 
Boman general Agricola built a line of forts ; and 
Adrian in the year 121, built a wall of earth across the 
island from Solway to the Tyne. 

Bat at length barbarians from the north came 
down upon the Imperial City and the Homan legions 
were needed at home. 

In 420, nearly five hundred years after the landing 
of Csesar, the Homans took iinal departure, leaving the 
Britons more polished, bnt less warlike than they 
found them. 

Prince Vortigern being annoyed by the Northern 
tribes, called upon the Scandinavian seamen, who 
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had long gone out from the shoreB of the Baltic and 
North seas, for help. They came and bore the name 
of Saxons, and not only drove back the Scots, but cap- 
tured Britain for themselves, and held it for centuries. 

lo two hundred years from the landing of Hen- 
gist and HoFsa, (the first SaxonB,) the Saxon power 
had fouuded in Britain seven states called the Saxon 
Heptarchy, to wit : Sent, Sussex, or the Kingdom of 
South Saxons, Wesaex, the West Saxons, Sssex, the 
East SazoDS, I^ast AngUa held by the Anglia, Wortk- 
urnhria and Meroia, In 597 Pope Gregory sent St. 
Angustine and forty monks to Britain. In 825 after 
nearly four centuries of war between these Saxon 
kings, Egbert the king of Wessex, subdued by arms 
and policy the Heptarchy. All the separate king- 
doms were united in one great kingdom called Eng- 
land, after the Angles who were a branch of the Scan- 
dinavian family similar to the Saxons. 

But almost as soon as England was united under 
one sovereign, there came an invasion by the Danes. 
In 871 Alfred repulsed the Danes. In 994 the timid 
king Ethelred married Emma, " The Flower of iN'or- 
mandy," and in 1002 allowed a general murder of the 
Danes. Among the victims was Gunhilda sister of 
Sweyn, King of Denmark, who landed in England 
with a fearful host, driving Ethehed to take refuge 
with his Norman brother-in-law. 
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All things brought on the Norman rule in ^iog- 
knd, which was confirmed by the battle of Hasting^ 
in 1066, and which pnt William the Conqaeior on 
the throne. Tbeee KormaoB, or Korthmen, had for- 
merly come down on France ae the Saxooe had on 
England, and establisbed the Dnchy of Normandy. 
William divided England among his northern fol- 
lowers, but died despised. 

The lands thua given were subdivided by the 
Norman Barons among their followers, and were 
called fiefs, and those who gave them fendal lords. 
William made valuation in " The Doomsday Book," 
which is still preserved, while in 1215, on the £f- 
t«onth of July in Enanymead, or Meadow of Conneil, 
the harons and free bnrgers of England gained f rona 
king John TAs Magna Oharta. 

These valnable facte of history were brought bac^ 
to tlie memory of Jonathan Boone aa he lay sleeplesa 
on his bed in a London tavern. 

In the morning he made the acqnaiatance of a 
merry sailor, who invited him to go to the city of 
Liverpool and see him off on a voyage- 
Having reached the place, he was attracted by the 
manners of the captain and crew, and took passs^ 
with tbem on the good ship Propontw, bound for the 
Spanish coast, uid commanded by Captain Williaia 
Blake. 
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As ihe TBBsel was qoietly making iter w(^y ovM 
the waves, suddenly the sound <rf a cannon came 
booming over the water. Hark! Kow ag^n comes 
the Bonnd, " neater, clearer, deadlier than before." 

Speedily there shoots to the side of the ship, the 
dark figure of a Bchooner. The captaiD and mate 
with one voice, cry out, " My God, it is -a pirate ! " 
■Slowly fly the moments, so fuU of agony. 
Nimbly as a squirrel, a leader of the pirate band 
climbs np the sides of the Fropontis, and as he puts 
his foot uptfti the deck, demands the surrender of the 
ship. Hardly had he spoken the words ere the ciq)-, 
tain, (like a true Englishman,) oanght up a marline 
spike, and with a sudden blow, made answer by 
knodiing the pirate over into the water. His com- 
.paBion immediately following, shared the same fate. 
Bat look ! Up the sides of the Propontis came 
twenty men, heavily bearded, heavily armed, and 
with fury in their eyes. 

Hark, there comes the sharp crack of a rifle, and 
a pirate foils dead. Quickly the sound is repeated, 
and another villain feels death crashing his sknlL 
The passengers run to the cabin for safety. 

The crew fight bravely. The tallest leading pi- 
raiie DOW singles out the English captain and springs 
vepaa him like a tiger, with a horrid yell. But just 
t^en comes the same sharp sound c£ that rifle, and Uie 
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pirate falls dead at tbo captain's feet, not only with a 
devil, bat a bullet in his heart. 

One of the band seeing their best men so myste- 
rionsly fall, raises to his mouth a whistle on which he 
blows for retreat. 

" Not yet," shrieks another pirate, " let na give 
them vengeance before we go." Hardly had he 
spoken, when the sound of the rifle was again heard, 
and the flerce speaker fell. 

The whistle for retreat was again aonaded, and as 
quickly aa the pirates came, so quickly the survivors 
departed. 

At once the captain called the passengers and 
crew on deck and publicly gave thanks to God. 

On rising from devotion, Captain Blake added, 
" The power was divine, bat the agency was human. 
To some one of yon with brave heart and steady nerve 
I owe my life, and many of you owe yours. I call 
for my deliverer." 

At the call of the crew, down from the rigging 
came Jonathan Boone and his rifle. Amid the plau- 
dits of the people, the captain fervently thanked the 
brave vonth, and inquired from what part of Britain 
ind what should be his reward, 
oung man responded, " I am an American, 
s in Kentucky. Like all true Americans I a^ 
for duty done, save the sweet memory of it." 
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The eapmin taking the young hero by the hand 
again addressed him, " Young man, my ship, my life, 
my all I owe to you, aud 1 am able to reward yon, and 
I will." 

In a moment more he added, with tears in his 
eyes, " ff hat's more, I have an only child, a daughter, 
who miki-i also thank you. Henceforth I adopt you 
as a 8on. You most eat at my table and sleep in my 
cabin; Wien this ship returns to England, I beg you 
to return with it. I pledge yon not only a warm 
greeting fiom all Britain, but especially in my house 
and from my daughter Helen, in Windsor, England," 
With much becoming modesty Jonathan Boone ac- 
cepted the kind proposal, and won the love and appro- 
bation of all on board by his gentle nianlinoss. 

At length the commercial design of the voyage 
was accomplislied and the ship retnmcd to its wharf, 
Jonathan Boone, in excellent health and delighted 
with the perilous but romantic experiences, stood by 
the captain's eide at merrie England blessed their 
sight. 

At once the captain wrote this letter and posted it. 

My predmis Daughter Eden. — Thank God we struck the 
docks to-day, perhaps never to leave them again. We are at 
Liverpool. Jonathan, whose heroic skill delivered ua from the 
savage crew, will share with me the hospitality of our home in 
"Windsor, one week from to-day. The young American is as 
tDodest as he is brave. 
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I leave all amngemenU to yourself, for you have not "only 
the looks and spirit, but the dificretion o( your departed 
mother. 

I remain as ever, your, loving father, 

Blaxe. 

Before the week wits out, a little incidont took 
place at Windsor. 

On a certain day, what eeemed a crippled beggar 
made hie ap].>earance at the manBion of Captaio Blal^ 
and called for charity. The beggar was clad in coarse 
bat tidy garments. His heavy beard and iraonEtaehe 
gave him a fierce look, which was softened by his 
bright but serions eyes. The servants with mnch nn- 
tindneee ordered the beggar to depart, saying among 
themselves, " we have enough on oar hands already, ia 
providing for our master and his young friend, with- 
out being annoyed with beggars." As the poor pil- 
grim still delayed at the gate, a conpte of savage dogs 
were set upon him. The well-trained mastiffs came 
forward in fierce array, and would have badly tora 
the seeming cripple, had be not suddenly felt, the im- 
pnlee of youth, and given the first coming dog a sharp 
Mow over the head with a cudgel, and bestowed on 
the second a tremendous kick which sent them ofi* 
sadly howling, and convinced that some people are not 
as lame as they limp. 

The outci-y of the servants and the howKng 
of the dogs, drew to the door a light-footed maid- 
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eio, who was none else than Helen, the captain's 

She was at once accosted bj the beggar as follows : 
" Indade mi6S,an something tells me je are a different 
lot from them who set the dogs on me — bad luck to 
em, it makes me rheumatism sting like the dagger of a 
pirate." 

Now as Helen had jnst received her father's letter, 
she eagerly inquired, " Pray, tell me, what do you 
know about pirates?" The beggar merely said, 
" Heaven bless yoa, I came near knowing entirely 
too much, but a slice of bread from your fair hand 
will atone for it all completely," 

So Helen told her name, and directed that a goodly 
meal be set before the be^ar (to the disgust of the 
servants). His appetite was soon appeased, and ex- 
pressing thanks and slyly glancing at Helen's bine 
eyes, the cripple departed 

At the time appointed. Captain Blake, accompanied 
by Jonathan Bocme, came abreast the entrance gates 
of his mansion. Hie daughter ran out to meet him, 
she embraced him with the ntmost tendemesB, she 
hung on his neck and kissed him. Nor had her quick 
eye failed to fall on the straight and manly youth, 
who rather stood aside than urged bis presence on this 
tender scene-of enraptured affection. The father gen- 
tly took his blushing daughter by the hand, and turn- 
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jng toward the youth, whose face as qnicklv glowed, 
. said, " My daughter, this is the brave one who saved 
me from the worst of deaths. I have adopted him as 
my BOD. Kiss each other, my cliildren." 

Many golden days of feasting followed. The ser- 
vants strove in obsequious rivalry. 

At length Helen (with a twinkle in her eye) said, 
" Brother Jonathan — all welcome you, except the 
dogs" ■ 

Those who have personally enjoyed English hospi- 
tality ; can well imagine the entertainment given by 
Captain Blake to the gallant American. Not only 
British pride, but British gratitude constantly strove 
to make the brave youth welcome and happy, Nor 
did Captain Blake and his household stand alone. The 
story spread from lip to lip, it found its way into the 
Public Press and speedily Jonathan Boone was a hero 
in the hearts of the British people. The proudest mem- 
bers of the aristocracy halted their carriages at the Cap- 
tains gate and entered his dwelling to show their re- 
gard for him whose courage and skill had not only 
saved a British ship, but had rescued from impending 
death one of Eoglands' noblest Captains. Nor was this 
attention conSned to any one rank of society. Not 
only the lord but the tradesman and laborer took him by 
the hand, and kindly looked in his honest eyes and 
blessed him. 
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CHAPTER X. 

A TEAK rollB roaod in all the world, and now 
-^-^ the morn puts out his loving lips, for light's 
soft kis8. The purple smile of day gilds the 
glad east with more than Asian pomp and pours 
a tide of brightnesa o'er the fields of Windsor. 
Erelong there sounded through the place the 
loud notes of preparation. Servants hastened here 
and there. 

Garlands of evergreen mantled the cornices; 
flowers filled beautiful vases; and artificial perfumes 
freighted the air. 

Soon carriages appear with steeds in silvery equip- 
ment, and drivers in livery. Tenants with less dis- 
play, are equally received. 

On the porch of his old EngliBh mansion, a stately 
man, attired in the full dress of a sea captain, wel- 
comes in genuine kindness the many guests. And 
now the bishop comes. 

Before him stand a young man and a maiden, he 
tall and active, with no adornment save a mosaic 
red, white, and blue in a setting of gold, she fair and 
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gracefnl. They join hands and pledge mntnal love 
and faith until death may them part. 

The captain takes the hand of the groom, and 
while the hot tears blind hie ejSB, and deep emotiooB 
thicken his utterance, says, "My brave deliverer, 
thank God thou art at last my eon." 

Then turning to the bride, he says, "HeJen, thou 
hast been a good daughter, which ia the best security 
that thou wilt prove a good wife. Forget not thy 
mother's dying counsel, which was, ' Remember that 
the best preparation for death, is the well doing oi 
those duties which lie farthest &om death, the duties 
of the present.' " 

" He who defended me upon the ocean, will nnder 
God protect and guide you, while you live. My chil- 
dren, you have my best wishes for your highest good 
in the life that is, and is to come. God bleaa you 
both, and all who may ever love yon, and all whom 
you may ever love. What I have ia yours. How 
cheering to me at this moment are the words of the 
king, ' I have been young and now I am old, yet 
have I not seen the righteous forsaken, nor his seed 
be^ng bread.' " 
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CHAPTER XI. 

SIX more years have fled. The Bteeds of the snn 
have drawn their glittering burden np the hippo- 
drome of the Ekies, and halt apparently a moment for 
refreshment, for 'tis noon in England. The breeze is 
dying, the leaves are asleep. 

A Bervant maid leads a lovely child out in the park 
of Windsor to have its checks tinted by the pencil of 
the san. 

The wide-sweeping meadows and forests veined 
by streams along which knelt deer and heifer, the 
fairy lake over which the light boats like shadows 
flitted ; earth's noblest artery the Thames, the great 
Windsor Castle, glory of many agea and present home 
of pnrest royalty, from whence, in the long ago, 
went chief to war and bride to the banquet of life — all 
these form a picture which, once seen, will ever hang 
fadeless on the walls of memory. 

While the nurse chats with two serious strangers, 
how softly steps the dainty little lady before her little 
carriage. 

Truly is a maiden the beet embodiment of the 
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beaatifiil and good. To her the stara lend their chil- 
dren for eyes, the lilies serve as ears, the roses for 
cheeks, while night gives some of its quietude and day 
its cheerfulness, and even the willow from the brook- 
let's side comes with its graceful gift of form. The 
serious strangers withdraw and hold converse in earn- 
est, but sly undertones, that artful gypsies use. The 
woraau bewails her condition as a childless wife, the 
man quenches sorrow wUh suggestion. " Wife, why 
murmur at the word of Fate, and gall our spirits with 
this childless yoke ? See we not this very moment 
the child we wish at play ? It is not fair all comfort 
should pour into one pool. They have wealth and 
many friends, and though we rob them of this child, 
may yet be rich. And. it was done. While still tho 
nurse chats with the stranger, words artfully lead to 
blows, and while the guard seek to make peace, a 
third person with strong arms and nimble feet 
bears off the jewel. Swift rolled away the carriage. 

Witness ye days and nights, how deep the sorrow. 
The sire bewildered, fills tho kingdom witli his cries, 
and offers of reward. Detectives are put at work, 
posters emblazon public places. The mother, at first 
cast down, arises frantic, while the good old grandeire 
bides his mourDful face. Slowly walk the sorrow-bnr- 
dencd years. Tlie father wears a smile he feels not. 
The mother shrinks to a sliadow. 
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Traly the hnman famil; are born to an heritage of 
Gorrow, But a little time Eince we looked upon s 
beautiful Picture of Life. A noble old man doating on 
his beautiful grand child, stroking her curly head, kiss- 
iag her rosy cheeks, while the happy parents stand 
prondly by. 

Bat how quickly doth Life's Picture change, 

Now we see this grand sire staggered by the stroke 
of destiny sadlj recalling therpast and the father whose 
eye was lately clear as that of an eagle clonded with 
tears as he strives to comtbrt his comfortless wife. 

.Bat all in vain— Helen cannot rally. Oh what a 
Picture of Life is death ! 



" Softlj she ie ^J^ng with her lips apart, 
Sofilj she is d^iug of t, broken heart." 

Alas for the grandsire also! 

" Sighs groans and tears proclaim his inward pslna. 
Bat the fitm purpose of his heart remains." 



The captain slowly said as he turned away from 
the grave, " My sweet grand-daughter was stolen, my 
wife and daughter I have buried, but I trust Him still. 
' I have i}een young and now am old, yet have 1 not 
seen the righteons forsaken, nor his seed begging 
bread.'" 
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CHAPTER XH. 

XN the deep wilderness of amazing LoncloD, the 
-*- child then five years old was hidden. The Btreet 
criers called her name beneath the wiodowe, but she 
board it not. 

Soon over the sea to America came the rohbers 
and th^r boot^. They have now a dan^hter, they 
wonid have a son to ronnd out all their heart. For- 
- tune led them to a place where a good iamily having 
fallen in estate and scattered to the four winds, had 
left a manly boy to eat the crnst of charity upon the 
public sti-eets. The same band of gypsies found and 
took him. 

As the years trudged on, the boy and girl were 
company for each other. Ent though th^ led a rov- 
ing gypsy life, all the emotions of their nature rose in 
rebellioii against the lives they were leading. 

The children had been early taught the simple 
stories of the Bible, and remembered as in a dream the 
moral lessons to be derived from them. These early 
advantages proved their salvation. 

The boy was somewhat the elder of the two, and 
having learned the art of reading from the pubKe 
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w^KiolsAod $>rivate iaBtmetioajT&s enabled to miprove 
iiimBelf and ^itertuD biB (XHnpaaioQ on their -dreaiy 
way. The pongh mannerfl of the people with -whom 
they Mved, coald not efface the thoughts of <3k>d and 
heaven and tie Sabbath day — of right and wrong that 
came np like buokets of refrrahing water from the 
wells of memory. 

The boy carried with him a New TeBtament that 
had been given to Mm by a Christian ministep, and it 
waB wisely kept geclnded, except on eome Beasons of 
golden opportunity. 

The girl was tenderly cared for by her gypsy cap- 
tors and in fact began to love them with a child's 
affection, although as may be weJl believed Bhe was 
Bad and lonely for many months after ber abstraction. 
The child inherited the fearless and patient charactra 
of ber father Jonathan Boone, and wonld doubtless 
have escaped from the band, but she was constantly 
watched, and was thousands of miles from home. 
Above all, she was too young to struggle long with 
the combined powers that gradually dimmed her early 
niemoriea. 

Id progress of time, nature kindly asserted its in- 
herent powers and gave the lie to statement they 
were kin. Brother and sister they had been in name, 
but henceforth thej were more — they were lover and 
sweetheart. 
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Guided hj trne wisdom and shielded by innocence^ 
the loving couple songht the village justice and were 
married in due form. When after a year had gone, a 
little son smiled in their arms, they could not endure 
the thought of having him grow up a gypsy like 
themEelves. Strange to say while the father slept, tlio 
answer came in a vision. " Take thon the child, go 
to the greatest earthly city by the sea, find Home for 
the FriendleBS, there let him be." The old gypsies, 
fearful of puniehment if their crimes should be discov- 
ered, at length consented, and it was done. 

Having put the child in this charitable institution 
of the city of New York, the parents rejoined their 
roving band. At the close of another year, another 
babe, a girl greeted the light, and then the parents 
determined at all hazard to leave the camp and return 
to civilized life. Ere they do so, let us view another 
Picture of Life. 
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CHAPTER SIIL 
A Gypsy Encampment at Gypsy Dbll. 

r I ■'HE time is noon. In a little grassy common, ia 
-*- the shape of a triangle, there bubbles up in one 

cproery a spring of softest water. 

A wall of fall willows shields it from the snn. 

"While near the union of three roads, and surrounded 

by the dwellings of wealthy farmers, the spot is cosy 
and grateful. 

It is the temporary home of an English clan of 
gypsies, who seem to have the greatest reverence for 
their leader, and all obey him without the least hesi- 
tation. Around the camp are seen horses and dogs 
of all breeds, colors, and values. The women have 
the aquiline nose, small mouth, and blue-black hair, 
peculiar to the stock, are excellent mothers, and give 
constant care to the children, who appear in amazing 
profusion. Looking up the hill we see a wagon 
coming. As it nears the camp, we see that it contains 
farmer Grey and his wife. 

They are now within the camp, and a yonng 
gypey woman of different features from the party, 
and who holds a little child in her arms, is standing 
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near them. The woman is now talking most ear- 
nestly. 

Her very bohI is in her eyes, for from the instant 
they fell on Farmer Grey, she seemed moved by some 
mighty emotion. In this brief period she has 
learned where he lives, what his family consists of, 
and given a sharp guess at his fortune. 

Gyp»y Woman. — Good people, we have power to 
read the future. Halt but a moment, hidy, I will 
tell your fortune. 

Ftxrmer^a Wife, — Nay, not mine, but his, he has 
no nerves to tremble. 

Farmer. — 'Tis a mere triek. How can yon know 
the future ? 

Gy^sy Woman. — All things are written on the 
sky. I say my words of sorcery ; and hold my band 
up to the written sky as now you see me do. The 
image of thy fate is on my hand in letters crossed. I 
put my hand on yonra and to my practiced eye the 
words are plain. Gkiod father, I will read them. 
ThoQ hadst a pleasant past, X read a sober fatare. 
An angel in a woman's dress, will leave a diamood at 
. thy house. 

Farmer's Fi/s.— What if welose it ? 

Gypsy Woman. — Ton cannot lose it till the time. 
Let your children play with it. It will bttt Inightlj 
grow and make yon rich. 

U3l.za..yGOOgic 
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Farmgt'a Wife. — When will this diamond come?' 
Gypsy Woman. — At the front hour of this now 
kdmiog night, when the roand mooa smiles at the 
winking etara, this diamond flashes on thy hearth. 

Farmer and wife, filled with strange thonghte, 
drive home. 

Scene. The Gypbt Caup at Kight. 

A circle of covered wagona is eeen, with fagota 
baming in the centre. A woman is seen coming from 
the camp with a little child in her arms. She kisses 
it fondly, wraps it in a hlanket, then takes it in her 
anus. As she riaes the hill, she gives the sleeping 
child a kiss, and staggers on. 

Soon she stops again and exclaims, "Oh, answer 
me, my sonl, shall I go forward, or go back. If I go 
back to yonder camp, my darling child will live a. 
cnrsed gypsy like myself, If I go on and leave my 
child at Farmer Grey's, I make myself a beggar, but 
I give the girl a chance. By yonder stars, I swear 
IT) go. 

Scene. A Faemhodsb at Miditight. 

A miid light shines in the windows. A woman 
is seen approaching. The watch-dog barks, bat is 
chained. The woman reaches the door and knocks. 

„.... ^^.oo^lc 
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Farmer Grey comes ont with a lantern and is 
followed by his wife. 

Gypsy Woman. — Good father and mother, for the 
kind angels' Bake, keep and cherish this pure born 
darling. This is the promised diamond. For nearly 
a year it grew on my heart, for more than a year it 
has shone in my arms, but my sonl and that of my 
husband revolt at the gypsy life. We will quickly 
leave it, and shall toil to repay you. But if we fail, 
be certain God will not. 

Lights flash in the farmer's dwelling, children and 
servants appear in haste and plead, " Oh, father, keep 
the little brown beauty." 

Quickly as came the woman, so quickly in the 
moonlight she departed. 

The scene changes back to Gypsy Dell. The 
woman has returned wild with excitement. In her 
frenzy, she cries, " Ob, what a wretch I am ! Did I 
do right or wrong? I wish I had the eyes of a 
million eagles to see if the angels smile. If I knew, 
it would cheer my miser}'. But if I thought they 
frowned, I'd call my vow back from the midnight 
wind that snatched it from me. and ever bear my sweet 
girl on my breast, if hell on earth and hell of hells with 
all its flames and fiends, made camp within my soul I " 

itum, ihe Woman^a Suaband. — Peace, peace, good 
wife. 
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Scene, A Highway below Fabmeb Ghey's. 

Eight years have fled since the last Bcene. A. 
little girl, now ten years old, with a red ribbon 
around her waist, is picking wild flowers on the road- 
side, and making a head-wreath for a smaller child. 
A clergyman and wife are seen coming toward them 
in a light carriage. Drawing nigh, this conversation 
ensues : 

Minister. — "What are you doing, my merry little 
maiden ! 

OhUd. — Enjoying myself. 

Minister. — But is not the weather too warm for 
you! 

Child. — Not a bit of it. I like warm weather in 
the Eummer, and if yon call me little, you onght to 
see the baby over to Mrs. Jones. 

Minister. — ^Well, my big little girl, what's your 
name! 

Child. — Why my name's Jennie. I thought 
every body knowed that. 

Minister. — What else ? 

Child.—Way nothing else, but just gypsy Jennie 
Grey ; ain't that enough ! 

Minister. — Where do you live ! 
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ChUd. — Up to tbat honse there. 

Minister. — Is that your father's honse \ 

CkUd, — No, no, don't joa know father and 
mother's been gone away years ago. Sally Baker 
told mo all- abont it. They were gypsies, and Mr. 
Grey brought me np, and I go to school, and help big 
Joe drive home the cows, to pay it all back. 

Minister'a Wife. — ^What a diarming child dbe is t 
Oh, cruel death, why didst thon not leave ns one. 

Minister. — Hash, my dear. Pertiaps he left this 
one for ns. {To the child.) Jennie please come this 
way. 

[The child Gomes forward looking coyly and chewing 
the tip of her apron."] 

Minister. — If no one gave you food or clothes, 
what would yon do ? 

Child. — I would go up to God's honso and live 
with Him, 

The minister and wife drove np to Farmer Grey's, 
and found him and wife upon the porch. "WJien 
dinner was over, the clergyman, (Rev. Dr. Paul), 
said : " We have no living children, and wonld bear 
the joyous burden of this diild. She seems a won- 
drous mine of wit and goodness. Tou have others." 

Fa/rmer. — The smiles of hwiven have fallen on 
my fields. This robin picks a few grains out of my 
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loaded bams, and tenfold pays bj sprightlj chirping. 
Perhaps yoa can do better for her. Girls repay good 
enlture. 

So thanking the brat for kindness, and kissing -all 
the children, but Jennie twice, parson and wife 
departed. 



..y Google 



CHAPTER XIV. 
The Depabtube of Jeithie 

rjlHEEE years have gone since the last scene. 
-^ Farmer Grey is again upon tlie porch, and again 
the minister drives up the lane and says, '' My friend, 
I see sorrow on yonr face, and a vacant chair beside 
you. Tell me, where is yonr wife?" 

Farmer. — The flowers that she nursed bloom on 
her breast, and kindly watch while she is sleeping on 
the hill. 

Minister. — All that God does is beet. Deatli is 
a mystery, so is lite. I came for Jennie, bnt having 
lost yonr crown, you may cling to this jewel. 

Farmer. — You may freely lead her by her finger- 
tips; but this farm shall sink before you force her. 
Let the maiden speak her wish. 

Minister. — My precious one, what say you !. "Will 
you go % 

Jennie. — Good father Grey, some of your children 
think you are too. good to mc. I'll come back to see 
yon, but 'tis best to go. 

Smiling and crying, the romantic little maideD, 
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now thirteen years old, left the honse of Farmer Grey, 
for a dwelling with Rev. Dr. Paul, at the parsonage 
on Clover Hill, Here she became a precious trust. 

As the sparrow finds a house, and the swallow a 
nest for herself, on the altars of the Lord, so did 
Jennie on the hearthstone of the Lord's anointed. 

"We leap forward in our story. Seven more 
winters have, ghostlike, haunted as many dying years, 
and now Jennie, bearing the roses of twenty summers 
on her cheeks, steps athwart the present. She is now 
ft noble type of the young woman of the nineteenth 
century. The same eyes that sharply twinkled over 
the wayside flowers sparkle and ilash in the meetings 
of a certain Social Club, of which we will shortly 
speak. 

Jennie has the same independence, but it is more 
gracious ; the same wit, but it is more polished ; the 
same beauty, but .more mature. Under the skillful 
care of the village parson and his accomplished v 
teachers, books, newspapers, magazines and lectt 
have all aided in developing this bright specii 
of God's most charming work, a virtuous mai 
For some time to come, Jennie's mother, 
daughter of Jonathan Eoone, who was stolen f 
Windsor (as Charlie Boss from PJiiladelphia), 
disappear with her husband, but in due time, 
we trust be again welcomed. Having sketched 
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Iiistory of tMs young 'w<»i»n, we go back to do a« 
ma(^ for a jonng man, who is beeoming faeciDatect 
b; her, and ie to act a leading part in our draixta. 
This is not a love stcsy merdy, bat nature Las bo 
&E^iQDed ue all, that an ^tended FtoniBX of Lcps 
cannot be tme to the original without Bome fondnewk 
in it. 
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CHAPTER XY. 

~y'^ the State of New York, there is a fsmonB old 
-*- County of Orange, where OlintoD, Seward, and 
!Esger were bom. In tbe Drowned Lands of Kew 
Jersey there rises a rirer, which, nmning across 
Orange and Ulster, liters the Hudson near KiDgston, 
This is the Wallkill. 

It is a most besutifnl stream, pouring iis tide fifty 
xoiks through forest and meadow. In its sparkliDg 
depths, the cbabby snn-fish, the beautifol pickerel, and 
bass, the open-faced encker, and nimble eel lead their 
sportive lives. Had this river rolled throogh ancient 
Greece, Borne, or Persia, poets would have song 
enchanting lyrics to its praise, orators have been 
inspired by its presence, and the gentle triamphs oi 
peace and the rough ones of war, been celebrated on 
its banks. Sometimes the torrent, made nncommonly 
strong by late winter floods, plays a mad frolic in early 
spring. Checked in its coarse by walls of ice, it 
plunges madly through adjacent plains, then whe^ng 
back, dashes onward, carrying bridges, trees, and 
fences, and leaving in its path, like tbe overflowing Nile, 
ft rich sediment from the mar&bes, whence it sprang. 



113 A picrnsE of life. 

The lands on eitber aide are fat and smiliDg. 
This section is known the world over, as the Wallkill 
Talley, and rivals the classic fields of Tempe, and 
the Shenandoah Valley of old Virginia. The sweet 
waters and rich pastures make the creamy milk and 
golden butter of Orange Conntj, which can postpone 
a case of starvation very handsomely. 

This county need not blush when the p^s of 
history are turned, for Minisink witnessed her valor, 
and Washington's Headquarters, and rocky West 
Point are on her soil. 

Eight in the lap of this latter day Arcadia, with 
the river on one side, and the railroad on the other, 
is the throne of the Queen Village of the Wallkill 
Valley, — the beautiful Montgomery. 

The town is of easy aeceEs by well kept roada, is 
adorned by sidewalks, with stone flagging, and bean- 
tiful gardens, overlooking a noble bridge. Of its long 
honored academy, we can truly say, 

All h&il to the bohb, who hsTs grown up bo BtroDfr, 
And daughters, fair BubjectB for Btor)' aud aong. 

As lived the patriarch Job, in the land of JJz, so 
lived Farmer Grey in the land of Orange 
County. He waa an upright man, and one that 
feared God, However, his oxen kept peacefully 
plowing in his fields, but no Sabeaua fell upon them. 
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He had, nnlike the ancient worthy, no sons or dangh- 
tere, bat like him he had a great boueehold, who 
ebared his wealth, his honors, and his happiness. He 
had been chosen to the legislature, and repeatedly 
elected without opposition as village justice. His 
ancestral home, which crowned the rising ground 
immediately to the north of Gypsy Dell, was the 
abode of open-handed hospitality, which was wisely 
dispensed by bis faithful, but sharp-toogued spouse 
Jemima, 

John Grey, the only brother of Solomon, wag 
at the time we speak, an infirm old gentleman of 
sevonty-five. He was of a peculiar turn of thought, 
and bis quaint and close-fitting remarks often occa- 
sioned much merriment and applause. He once 
attended a temperance meeting, at which a little, 
Boappy, long-winded, intemperate advocate of tem- 
perance, made a ferocious speech of little sense. He 
was called oat and spoke as follows': "I am the 
oldest temperance man in this town, and I hope to 
die in the faith. My mantle I will leave to him who 
deserves it best. My unfinished temperance work I 
leave to the three hundred boys and girls whose 
names are on ray pledge. It takes a smart man to 
make a short speech. 1 am through." Applause 
shook the Eeformed Church of Montgomery. 

John was a widower. Several years previous, 
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defttb had claimed the companion of his life. Lcmg 
had she been the well loved sabject of ekHlfuI caro. 
Her n&tnral vivacitj constantly cheered her loog- 
illness, while her Christian fortitude diffused around 
her presence the glory of perpetual day. ConseioHB 
that the shock of the inevitable was jnet at hand, she 
i>allied all her strength, and said: " Farewell, earth. 
Lord Jesas, meet me at the river." In a moment, her 
face was tranquil, for the angel of silence had [daced 
Qpon it his inflexible stamp. 

From this raothw, the son James inherited his 
Bprightly, poetic temperament. If we indulge in a 
brief survey of the time of these occurrences^ we wiU 
better advance in our story, which henceforth mainly 
ooDcems the years 1874^5-6-7-8 and 9. 

Over all the wcxrld peace rested. The Baesum- 
Tnrki^ War was not begun. The war of the Kebel- 
lion was over. Of those who waged it, many were at 
rest in honored graves, both north and sonth, while 
the survivors in the different sections of the Union, 
like a four horse team, drew the chariot of National 
Government. 

The American people were inspired witii noble 
zesJ to hold a Grand Kennion at the CentenniaL 
Peace-loving Victoria was cm the throne of England. 
France was a KepnMie. The German Statee, still 
I*w8rving their individut^ty, were nnited in one 
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Grand Empire, erf which William the' Goijd waa 
Chief. Alexander acceptably filled the throne of 
mighty Buesia. ToAey was still sick, and Italy was 
free. . 

Although the sky blazed with no meteors in liter- 
stHT^ art, or science, yet the heaveiiB were bright 
-with many stars. The wheels of commerce- turned 
swiftly by the power of steam. The Electric Tele- 
graph whispers the news frmn town to town, and 
coutinratt to continent. Tbe daily paper, having 
driven old fashioned gossip into a comer, enabled the 
man of business to read the bulletin of the world, 
and feel the pulse of trade, while sipping his morning 
Java. "Within fifty years, civilization had swiftly 
advanced. Mowing, reaping, and knitting^ machines 
kept a clatter. Photography was known, Petroleum 
discovered, and steato-plowing ventured. Hoosac, 
Bergen, and Midland Tunnels were finished, the 
Brooklyn Bridge was bnilding, the Poughkeepsie 
talked of, Dover tunnel and bridge were dreamed of, 
And Lightning was set to music. 

At this period, life was intense. The land was 
gridironed with railroads. Fortunes were made and 
lost in a day. Speculation in bubbles was at fever 
heat, and sharpers fat as harvest frogs. The hard 
times following the war, were lit up by a general 
revival of religitHi, extending from America through 
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Britain, and gently through the world. As the Cm- 

eades or Wars of the Cross, in which Robert of Nor- 
mandy, Tyrrel, Kichard, the lion-hearted, and Peter 
the Hermit in the eleventh and twelfth centuries, 
roused many nations, and stained many Helds with 
blood, 60 did these peaceful Crnsades or Wars of the 
Cross, led by Moody, Sankey, Bliss, Hammond, 
Parker, Graves, and hosts of other lay evangelists, 
rouse many nations, mark many fields with .Christian 
love, and seal many covenants with the signet of 
Salvation, dipped in the blood of Christ 

These scenes nobly crowned the last quarter of 
the nineteenth century, and turned James Grey 
from folly to sobriety. As he was the oniy scion of 
the ancient house, and would in .time inherit all the 
family lands, money and fame, so therefore his father 
and uncle desired to learn what means would curb 
his restless spirit, and set him soberly down. Hie 
mercurial temperament sometimes turned him toward 
fanciful theories and gilded enterprises, and then lifted 
him up to the wildest adventures. 

At one time his face was turned to where fortune 
waved her faithless flag over the wilds of Idaho, but 
the sight of his father's trembling hand, and shrunken 
cheek steadied him again. Each year increased the 
father's feebleness, and he wisely held a couferenca 
with his brother. The father said : " My son's 
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bright eye and pleasant wit, are precioaB motherly 
endowments. His springy step be got from me, for 
now I have it not. In two years more, the Great 
Centennial comes. I may not view the Exhibition, 
perhaps will not live to hear of its wondrous display. 
But I hope, that by uniting all onr efiorts, we may 
80 impress the dignity of life upon my son, that he 
will appear at the Centennial, as a worthy specimen 
of young American manhood." 

Hereupon, the Sire took off his hat, and old man 
as he was, swung it three times around bis head, 
giving three cheers for the good suggestion. He 
then exclaimed, "Good brother John, the thought is 
right-inspiring. All my resources shall with zeal, 
give aid. Perhaps Eobecca may suspect the cost." 

John made reply, " Tour wife is saving, but dis- 
creet. God doth provide the wind and sea. Let 
man, the ship with banner bravely flying." 
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CHAPTER 5VI. 

SoENi, — A KooH AT Clotsb Hill Pabsdnaqb. 
{£nter Jennie.) 
'TTT'ELL, well, well, Vfhst a strange life I lead I 
^ ' Oh mv dear, but unknown mother, art thou 
liviDg or dead ! And mj father, I must have had a 
father, but whol Oh that I had a brother to gire me 
ooansel. How I would lean upon his Moulder, lo<^ 
in his face, and love him. Will I ever linow why mj 
mother left me at Farmer Grey'^! I wonld not pry 
into the book of iate. Have patience, oh my soni, 
peirhapB the leaves may of themeelveB open most gra- 
ciously. Do I love this cheerful, witty fellow! 
Tes I do. His very oddities are pleasant, while to 
his manly gallantry my heart doth make obeisance. 
Tes, I love him. Does he love me } He says he does. 
'Tis hard to think one's lover is a liar. 

(A Jcnock is Jieard at the door.) 
Jennie. — All things make me tremble; what now 
I wonder! {Opens the door.) 

S&rvant. — There is a colored boy without, who 
bears a letter for thy bauds alone. 
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Jinme. — Bid Lim come is. 

{Enter Pom^ey Ccesaar^ 

Soy. — ^Miss Jennie, da gentlemaa who sent dis 
letter, am ■weiry anxious. I "been acqnainted wid 
him fnBt an last, more dan conBiderable. He is first 
qnality of Ko. One. He gob me a gineine dollar to 
do dis bnsiness correct. Dare de letter, good-bye to 
yotir ladyship. K^oy retires — Jennie reads.) 

"My FraaiyuM DarliTig. — This veiy nigbt, at eight o'clock, 
I abaXX beseecli jou to bid me live, by aapng yes ; or eign mj 
-death warrant by a fatal No. Tin then in hc^ie, but hopeful 
or deqwidug, Kver yotns, 

Jahes Qret." 

Jennie. — Comes now, sweet sammer laughing o'er 
the hills, or hideons winter with its snllen train \ Say 
I yes, what be I then % Say I no, what be I now I 
These hours are brief. I'll weigh this question iu the 
scales of counsel and of prayer. {Exit Jennie^ 

Oar readers will see at a glance, that we are treat- 
ing of delicate affairs. The sacred sorronndings of 
conrtship are usually like some gentleman's park, or- 
namented with the placard, "No trespassing allowed 
here." 

But as it is to be presumed, some natural curiosity 
may exist as to how these romantic lovers revealed 
their sentiments, we will disclose what we know. Bat 
before doing so, wo will say, that after reading her 
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Bnitor'B message, like a prudent daughter, Jennie told 
her adopted parents, Dr. Paul and wife. 

We will just here record onr opinion, that among 
all the difficult positions in this world, there are few- 
more difficult to be filled acceptably, than that of a 
clergyman's wife. 

Though not expected to preach ; if she attend 
some meeting on Monday ; go to Bible claes on Tuefr* 
day; the church lectorc "Wednesday ; the sewing-cir- 
cle Thursday; prepare for festival for Friday; lead 
female prayer-meeting Saturday ; teach colored infant 
class Sunday ; why she is a martyr, and speedily van- 
ishes. But if she heed her own home, she is thought 
exclusive. 

Mrs. Paul was of this latter class. She shared the 
parish work with the other ladies, but said she mar- 
ried her husband, and not the entire congregation. 
Being decided and wise her advice was precious. 

Mrs. Paul surveyed this new proposal with a 
woman's eye, and smiled. 

It is now eight o'clock in the evening, Jennie 
enters the parlor of Clover Hill parsonage. She ar- 
ranges the furniture, sets flowers on the mantel, 
smooths her attire and waits. 

Hark 1 a load rap is at the door. 

Jennie. — My, my. Lord Grey is urgent to- 
night. 
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Jennie opens the door, Grey enters and taking 
lier by the hand astya, " Ah, my pretty page, I owe yon 
one." {Kiases her.) 

While this was tranepiring, the parson, Rev. Dr. 
PanI, stepped forward and said, " Why Mr. Grey, 
what are yon and my daughter doing ? " 

He replied, " We are living according to St. Paul, 
where he says, ' Greet one another with a holy kiss,' " 

Dr. Pa\d. — I fear it was none of Paul's kisses; 
bat one of yonr own getting np. But I'll not in- 
trude. {Edt Minieier.) 

Having entered the parlor, a few moments were 
epent in converse on the topics of the day, snch as 
views of present, &ni surmises of fntnre weather, 
club, parish and village news, which are wondrons 
factors in problems of conversation. 

Ere long the suitor made hold to speak. 
Grey. — Jennie, my darling, suspense is painful. 
You've had another week. Tour father, mother, 
heaven itself have been on the jury, what is the ver- 
dict? Will you marry me? 

Jennie. — Be seated, sir, I cannot answer your 
seemly question in unseemly haste. Marriage, 'tis 
well, to ponder well. 

Orey. — You are so wise, yon must be all philoso- 
phers in one, I'm a lover now. Will you marry me, 
—or — no % 
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Jennie. — Are yon quite certain my nDcertain 
birth will not make winter of me to thy tonch, when 
lore's first June is over} for 1 was dropped from 
fate's bundle at a farmer's door. 

Grey. — Yes, I am certain. Some I admire, but 
yon I love. Many are good, bat yon are best. If 
need be I will swear. 

Jennie. — It is not good to swear. I'll take thy 
word. 

Grey.~A.uA. I'll take thine, will yon be my 
wife! 

Jennie. — Jes, / vyUl. 

Grey. — 

Then the night 1b over, and the day \a coaie. 

Ab help to kaep mj towb, I uk 

From off ths maniw of th; lips, 

One Bligrht repMt. (He ktuet fisr.) 

Folly, liurewell ; 111 Bolre IKe'a problem nobly u I eaa. 

And Btrive henceforth to be m man. 
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CHAPTER SVII. 

"WEDDDia OF James and Jsssis, 

TIME, which brings all things on, soon hronght 
the appointed wedding. Never did a fairer 
moming ripen into a brighter day. Jetinie slept the 
sleep of the angels all night, and not until the fairy 
fingers of morning had been sometime tng^ng at her 
eye-lids, did she come back from dreamland to be 
married. Ah, what a host of hopes and fears arise on 
one's wedding day I The yonng man proudly resolves 
to be tme, but what does the maiden think? 

A]u t alae ! that ever man, 

Shoald woman's tnurt betTa7, 
LoTB saved Wb life by aaying yea. 

When fear would answer, nay. 

The committee was early on the ground, making 
needfol preparations. The beautiful grassy knoll 
north of the ancient mansion, was swept clean and 
sofl as a Bmssels carpet. About ten o'clock the peo- 
ple began to gather, in accordance with the following 
notice published in the Town Press : 

The Wedding Ceremony of James Grey and Jennie, 
vill take place at Noon, on the SOth day of May, 1875, in the 
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Open (UT, at the PariBh Mansion. All who wish them veO, 
are invited to be pTesent. 



By eleven o'clock the a^oining orchard was well 
filled. By the time the great clock in the beavecB 
marked noon, the company seemed an axmjy liEteiiing 
to the Eteam voice waking the echoes of the WallkiU 
Talley. The view from the spot is charming. Tow- 
ering monntain, winding river, nestling village, 
smoking cottage, fairy nook, all cast their tribute into 
the treaaary of this magnificent prospect 

A sound- of music was heard, and thea six heanti- 
ful girls, arrayed in white, and singing sweetly, ieened 
from the house, and after a short walk, stood upon the 
lawn on the summit of the hill. Then six yoong 
men left the house, walked forward, and each took a 
girl by each band, and formed a ring. 

Then Eev, Dr. Paul came on, followed by the 
wedding eonple. They walk to the summit, the ring 
(^ns, and over the hushed multitude rises the voice of 
prayer. The parties join hands, and in the sunlight, 
in presence of God, angels, and men, James and Jen- 
nie are wedded. 

At a given signal, the famous old field piece called 
the Bison, was fired from a neighboring bill. Then 
the village bells rang out, while the people cheered. 
The ring around the bride and groom breaks into 
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fragments, einging and daociog. The groom kisses 
hia bride, the yonog people, God tlesa them, kisa 
one another, and the cup of joy is full. 

Bat quickly the scene is changed. On the green 
grass, covers are Bpread for a rural picnic. From 
innamerable baskets are taken the materials for a feast. 
The children store away a marvelous amonnt of food in 
their miracalous little stomachs. The afternoon hours 
glided away in varied diversion. The day was fading 
ere the last of the company wished long life and hap- 
pinesB to Gtrey and his bride. 
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CHAPTER XVm. 

TN the dim light of the stars a dark complexioiied 
-^ man is urging a clergyman to follow him. 

They advance but a few steps at a tinoe, then stop, 
engage in earnest conrcrsation, and move on. The 
minister halts. 

Chypsy. — Halt not, thou man o£ God. The case is 
nrgent. The old woman cannot die till she has re- 
vealed some dreadful secret of her life. 

The minister advances a little space, then halts 
again, 

Gypsy. — Did I not say halt not! I swore to 
bring you, and I will. 

The gypsy takes minister ronghly by the shoulder. 

Minister. — Force me not, I have strong muscles 
and hot blood like thee. 

Gypsy. — What hast thon then to fear? 

Minister. — I fear treachery, darkness and death. 

Gypsy, — There is no thought of treachery. Aa 
for darkness, let this glittering dagger give thee light. 
(draws a dirlc.) And as for death, by all my father's 
gods I swear, this thirsty steel shall drink thy blood, 
if ye but halt again. 
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Minister. — Heaven gaide me in this Bolemu hour. 

Thou " hast me on the hip," I'll go- 
After the May wedding, the parties took poeecsBioa 

of the Grey mansion. The groom at once etrnck a 

dramatic attitade and said. 

" Byron hath nobly sung — almost 

' Roll on, tlioQ deep &nd dark blue oc«an, roll. 
Ten thousand fleets Bweep OTerthee in vain, 
Man marka the earth with rain, bia ct^ntrol 
Stops with the (2d»r/ inside doth woman reign.*" 

The Bride. — Sir, yonr doctrine is orthodox, may 
your conduct exemplify it. I too have heard wild 
Byron eing, 

" Man's love is of man's life a thing apart, 
'Tia woman's nbole exiatence. Man may range 
Tha court, camp, church, the vessel and the mart 
Men have all theae reaources — woman one, 
To love again, and be again undone." 

Jentie was pleased to add, " Gentlemen, walk in to 
dinner, yon shall have something acceptable as compli- 
mentB and more satisfactory. It was decided that thd 
couple should proceed upon their wedding trip. 

Being proclaimed too young to venture alone, 
Qniletick and I-awblower were detailed as gnard. 

The chairman, with a gallantry that adorned his 
sex, volunteered to cherish the widows and children 
during their absence. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 
Gbet and Jennie on tbeib Weddinq Tbip. — 

MUTDAL DiSOOTEBT OF BrOTHSE AND SiBl'BB. 

AS the golden gates of day, " opened at touch of 
dawn," the Bun rose OQextingaiBhed troni bis 
ocean bed, and emiled npon the happy group, the 
members of which had aBsemUed jnst in time to bid 
the son and one another a cheery good moruitig. 

In two hours more, (as swifl-wingod as a pair of 
carrier doves) Grey and Jennie, Quillstick and 
Lawblower, stepped from the Montgomery platform 
to the cars, which hastened to New York, where, in 
varied diversion the day was lost. 

When Night lay down to sleep, and Morn rose up 
to play, the dab decided to visit that lovely arena, 
where Nature and Art vie in friendly strife, th» boast 
of New Tork, the gem of America, Central Park, 
The travelers began the day unconscions of the '.hrill- 
ing scenes to be witnessed ere it should rest. 

Having entered a carriage, the friends were dnven 
rapidly nortbwai'd through the broad avennes to tba 
entrance gate of the Park. Ah I but here are BigktB 
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wotth croBBmg an ocean to see. Broad, level driving- 
wajB, hedged in by marvellons shrubs and smooth 
foot-patbB fringed with Sowers. 

Here splendid coaches are rolling, yonder gay conr- 
tiers and ladies are whirling like fairy fignres on 
ateeds that are proudly prancing. The carriage con- 
taining onr travelers, sweeps past the sweet Lake of 
Venice, where gondolas are playing, and past the 
charming Bamble. Now Prospect Hill is reached, and 
Quillstick's telescopic eye sweeps ronnd the circle, 
gathering up those images destined to adorn some 
able editorial in a future number of the Town Press. 
The Commissioners of the Park bad lately put upon 
its list of wonders, a miniature establishment, called 
" The Old Times Cottage," with its full quota of neat 
little farm buildings, and a well of water, with its old- 
fashioned bucket and sweep. 

At this well, the carriage containing the Bridal 
pair bad now stopped. Grey at once gets out, 
and having given to Jennie and the friends, and the 
driver a cooling drink, he stands with his hat in one 
hand, and a cup of water in the other. 

Just at this moment, another carriage, a magniB- 
cent one, slowly comes up to the spot where Grey is 
standing. At once he had one of his revelations and 
loudly calls, " Ho, every one that tbirsteth, stop and 
drink." At the sound of the word " Ho," the horses 
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stopped, and the persons inside the carriage quicklj 
looked out. The incident was so uniqne in its char- 
acter and effect, that the gentleman within, with 
mnch good humor, directed the driver to halt a 
moment longer. 

In this carriage were two persons besides the 
driver. One was a yonng gentleman about twenty- 
two years old, and a young lady hardly as mach as 
twenty. They were both richly dressed, especially 
the lady, who wore over her head a bridal vail. 

Grey, with all that headlong assurance so natural 
to hot-blooded Americans, addi-essed the strangers aa 
follows ; " Friends, yon see before you a portion of 
the Orange Club. As for myself, I am Grey of 
Orange, all the year round, I was about to drink to 
the health of Jennie, my bride." 

The young man in the carriage exclaims, "Halt, 
my worthy friend, till I come near you, and while 
yon drink to the health of your bride, I will drink to 
mine." The two young men touch glasses and drink, 
while the brides wave their handkerchiefs, and bow to 
each other, and the bystatidere cheer. 

Orey to the stranger. — Sir, I told you my name, 
please tell me yours. 

StraTiger. — My name is Kobert , of New Tork- 

My father is a merchant of the world. 

Grey. — I hear your words with sorrow, for as 
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we toncbed our glasses, I canght An expression in your 
face that sent an electric thrill to my finger tips, &nd I 
thought if my wife has a brother in the world, you 
are that brother. But as you belong to a wealthy 
family, while my wife (though all the world to me) 
w^ bom a gypsy, it is impossible. 

Bdberi. — Not impossible as yon think, for I am 
only an adopted son. Ton married a gypsy girl, my 
wife married a gypsy boy. 

Here Jennie, who had been listening with rapt at- 
tention, suddenly turned pale, and was saved from 
fainting by a glass of water. 

The group stood around, and glanced from one to 
another, and whispered, " they seem of kin, for they 
have similar eyes, features, voice and figure." 

Grey was the next to speak, and in tones tremu- 
lous with emotion inquired of the stranger if he 
could give any account of his early life. 

Robert made answer, " I was left by my parents in 
the New York Home for Friendless. They stated to 
the authorities, so I have since learned, that though 
bom in a gypsy camp, I am not of gypsy blood. 
Whether my parents are still living I know not, but 
I have heard they called once at the Home after I 
bad left it, and spoke of a little daughter they had 
left at a former's house." Here Jennie became over- 
powered and gradually sank to the ground. 
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Her hnsband sprang forward to catch her, ex- 
claiming, *' Help, help, she is feinting, she is dying." 
Then looking on her pallid face he cried out in agony, 
" Oh, my God, she is dead." 

Kobert's wife, named Alice, then sprang from the 
carriage and spriDkled water on Jennie's face, and 
gave her a breath from one of those reviving little 
bottles that prudent ladies always carry with them. 

Soon she revived enoagh to say, " Oh, my husband." 

€fr^, — Hy darling, come back to me and life. 

JRob^. — My friend, perhaps my sister, open your 
eyes on me. 

Jermie. — Brother, there is my hand. 

Or^. — Give him your heart as well. 

Jennie. — How can I, hnsbaud I thoa hast that. 
Bat why did ye wake me quite so sooa. I had a 
vision. Was it my mother ? And, oh kind heaven, 
that I might have seen her face I 

{Suddenly Jennie svxxma again.) 

Grey. — Help, help, she's gone again. 

Alice. — Fall back, oh friends, and let her rest. 
Body and soul will wake refreshed. 

Jennie quickly revives and says, " Thank God, I'm. 
back to stay. All doubt is gone. Tou are my brother." 

Sdbert. — Kind friends, come home with me. My 
father's princely heart and mother's queenly smile will 
bid you welcome, and their house shall blaze with joy. 



CHAPTER XX. 

QTRANGE indeed, were the feelings of Grey 
^-^ and Jennie aa they entered the royal dwelling 
of the world's greatest merchant. 

This gentleman through a long life of unparalleled 
devotion to hnsiness, had been retiring in his manner 
and choice in his friendBhips. But he was at once 
drawn to Jennie. His keen eye that had long been 
drilled to inspect the textnre of silks and velvets, to 
notice similar shades of color, and tix the true stand- 
ard of value, is now directed to scan the fignre and 
soul of this bright and pleasant bride, and compare 
them with those' of his adopted son. He prono""""'* 
them brother and eister. 

Strange had been the opening bnds of thei) 
but the blossoms are beautiful and we hope the 
will be pleasant. 

First we had Jennie in the gypsy camp, an i 
Secondly, we had Jennie in the house of Farmer 
a child. Thirdly, we had her at Clover Hill p 
age, a maiden. Fourthly, we see her in the h 
circles, a bride. Will she become dizzy with 
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twm, spoiled by flattery or haughty by prosperity ! 
We will eee. 

It was generously proposed by the Stewarts to give 
at their mansion a banquet and jubilee in honor of 
Robert's newly discovered sister. The proposal was 
gratefully accepted and cards were dispatched to 
special friends of the host and hostess, relatives in 
Boston and Chicago, well preserved families of New 
York and environs. 

The Eaiabow Club of Orange County, and friends 
from Brooklyn, Yorkville, and New Jersey, with rep- 
resentatives of city and vicinity pr^s appeared in fall 
force. 

Even if we had the space, yet we wonld not do 
violence to the retiring tastes of tlie family by a 
minute deeeription of this elegant banquet. We will 
merely mention the soft music that floated on the 
perfumed air, the many lights spreading the bright- 
ness of day throughout the dwelling, the polished 
ushers, the spacious and elegant apartments adorned 
with rich vases, carpets, paintings and festoons of 
flowers. We will not report minutely npon the mag- 
nificent attire of the ladies, or the diamonds that 
flaslied the fadeless brightness born ages ago. We 
would just speak of the kindness and cultured grace 
with which host and hostess entertained the guests. 

When the sumptuous feast and varied entertain- 
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ment was over, the guests were called together ia the 
graad parlor. 

By reqnest, Eev. Dr. Panl came forward aod stud : 
Valued FriencU : 

It is my joyfal dnty to quiet quivering hearts. In 
the hour of night I was lately called to the bedside of 
an aged gypsy woman, who lay dying. The strange 
goide threatencxl my life if I delayed, and I was 
constrained to follow him. I found her raised on 
pillows in a gypsy wagon, where she made this, 

DTINQ COmraBBIOK. 

Sir, near forty year ago, my hnsband and myself 
were in Windsor, England. Being childless, our cov- 
etons eyes fell upon a lovely little girl, whose nurse 
daily took her out to get her cheeks painted by the 
sun. While the nurse was busy, here and there, we 
stole the child by stratagem. We hid it for a season 
in the wilderness of London, and then hastened to 
America. The kingdom rang with calls of the 
father for his child, even as now in America for 
Charlie Ross of Philadelphia. Within a year after 
our arrival in this country, my husband enticed a bpy 
sleeping in a house of entertainment. We strove to 
make the children believe that they were brother and 
sister, but they were a little too old, and remembered 
the incidents of their earlier life. 
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Ab titej grew np to matoritir, natnre iteserted the 
trnth, and tliej hasted to a judge of Civil Law, by 
vbom they were maiTied. They retdroed to oar 
gypsy camp, and lived with as several years longer. 
Bnt atthongh we treated them with the greatest kind- 
ness, which they repaid by kindoess in retom, still 
time conld not blot oat the lessons of infancy, and 
their whole nature rebelled against our wild roving 
Kfe. In fact the young woman, who would go by no 
other name than Mary, made her husband swear that 
their children should not be allowed to grow up as 
gypsies. 

Their first child, a boy, was left at some house of 
charity, in the city of New Torb. The second and 
last child, a daughter, was left at Farmer Grey's. 
That is your adopted daughter Jennie. At tJiis time 
my husband's mind was soured against them, and he 
vowed vengeance against the farmer's life and prop- 
erty if they kept up any intercourse with this diild. 
Soon the father and mother left the camp, and never 
returned. Take this little box. It contains one of 
two lockets that were aronnd the neck of the girl we 
stole. Let it not be opened, save in "Windsor, 

Having thus spoken, the old woman covered her 
face with a blanket and I departed. In the morning 
the band had departed, no one knew whither, 

Tho merchant stuped forward and said: "I 
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rejoice in being able to offer that which not only 
coufinns the statement of the dying woman, bnt 
throws new light npon it. The facta to which you 
have JQst listened, were revealed to me in confidence, 
when by ocean telegaph I caused the files of English 
papers to be searched, with the resnlt received to-day. 

ZkarSir: — We have searched the records, and find that 
fort; jears ago, C^. William Blake commanded the ship PrO' 
poDtiB, which was attacked by pirates, who were driven off by 
&K courage and Bkill of a young Eentuckian named Boone. 
Boone married the captain's daughter, and lived on the estate 
at Windsor. Their only child, a beautiful little girl named 
Mary, was stolen from the Park. The mother soon grieved 
herself to death, but the father Jonathan Boone, and the aged 
grand^ire Blake are still living, the latter is infirm, the former 
straight and active. 

The merchant reanmed, "I make this proposition, 
let James and Jennie, Robert and Alice, cross the 
ocean at once, and on these American golden eagles,' 
4y to tbeir mother's early home, for I value money 
only to do good with it. ■ To the brave son-in-law, 
and the gallant grandsire, let the long despaired of 
consolation come at laEt." 

They sailed on the good ship Bothnia, of the Cu- 
nard Line. Dr. Paul gave the loetet, and prayed, 
"heaven grant you joyous union with your kindred, 
and a safe return." Jennie said : " Fear not, sister 
Alice, Gk)d reigns on the sea, and there is Boone blood 
m Eobert." 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

riTHE king of the sea was mercifnl. Having ar- 
-*- rived on British soil the four Americans pro- 
ceeded to Windsor. Leaving the ladies in the car- 
riage, Rainbow and Robert entered an inn, well kept 
by a rabicnnd landlord. Several draymen were dis- 
posing of ale and cheese, wliile with quivering voice 
Robert said, " Is there living in thiB town an aged 
Captain Blake ? " 

LanMord. — Aye, there is. 

Robert. — Know you his son-in-law, Jonathan 
Boone ? 

I/mdlord. — God bless you, yes. He is my land- 
lord. Every time a child dies he lowers the rent, and 
now alas, children and rent are next to nothing. 

Robert. — Had he a child stolen, many years ago ! 

Landlord. — Aye, aye, the sweetest girl of Wind- 
sor. 

Jiobert. — If she still live, I know not ; but she is 
my mother and the mother of this man's wife. Go ye 
first to the captain, and-to Jonatban Boone, who is my 
grandfather, break the news gently. We will follow 
with wives and proof. 
7 
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Scene in the Mansion of Cwptaim. Blake, Windsor, 



A white-haired bowed old maa is in hie well-staffed 
chair. It is Captain Blake. A weil-preeerved man 
of sixty Ib arranging a warm Bhawl over the Captain's 
Ehouldcr. It is Jonathan Boone. 

Boone. — Father, jou rested well, nerve ap, and 
take some food. 

Blake. — Nay my son. My body is well nigh past 
feeding, but my soul has feasted on a viBion that will 
bear me through. I eaw aiy daughter Helen enter 
that door, looking as she did on the morning you mar- 
ried her, forty years ago. But my son she came as 
another man's wife, not yours. 

Boone. — Dreams are fickle prophets, but tell me 
how he seemed t 

Blake. — He was of a slender, nimble figure, and 
■what is stranger still, Helen's brother seemed with 
her, she had no hrotlier. 

A knock is heard, and the landlord enters. 

Zandlord.— Good cheer, good people. I see the 
Captain is on deck to-day. 

Blake. — Nay, John, not on deck. I'm in the 
cabin sick, soon to be tossed down the plank into the 
sea. 

Zundlord. — Mr. Boone, I would have a word in 
private. 
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As the two depart, & Waiting-maid offers the 
Captain food, but he dedines, saying, "A sink- 
ing sliip cannot take even gold on board. Kate, 
yon have been a good girl, jon shall have your 
reward." 

■ Jonathan Boone now returns, bringing James 
and Eobert. 

Blake fixdaims, " These are the men I saw, bnt 
where is Helen?" 

Boone leads np Jennie and says, " Tell me who 
this is ! " 

Slake. — I know not who she is, she seems like 
Helen ; bnt it is growing dark. Light the candles, 
Kate, my head is turning. 

Loving larms catch the Captain ere he falls. One 
raises a window, another fans him. Boone gives him 
cordial. 

The Captain revives, gazes wildly and says, " Am 
I dreaming still? Keep nothing back. I have loBg 
lived in darkness. I would die in the light." 

Boone. — Father, our little Mary was stolen by 
gypsies. She grew up and was married in America. 
This Eobert and Jennie are her children. Whether 
Mary be living they know not, but look, they have 
brought back one of tlie lockets Helen put on 
Mary's neck. See, here is the Pwate Seme on the 
PropotiUt. 
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£laie.'-^t is enough. Lord have merey. Come 
to mj arms, mj dsrliage. 

Bobert and Jennie elaep biin. Group ataod weep- 
ing. Tlie Captain dies. 

Rotate. — Pear fath«r, tender and brave, forewell. 
How much better hie fate, my children, than those 
who leave no good record on the earth, and send none 
np to heaven. 

The death of Captain Blake made a profound im- 
pression. Fate had twined the destiny of English 
Blake with American Booiie. Perhaps the destinies 
of the two nations are joined as well. The British 
people felt a thrill of sympathy, showing the harp of 
nature plays one strain. As is well known, Victoria, 
Queen of England and Empress of India, has a castle 
in Windsor. 

The forest, the lake, the river, the drives, the prox- 
imity to London, and all its opulent associations, make 
"Windsor precious in Victoria's eyes. All that touches 
the heart, or concerns the welfare of Britain, concerns 
the noble Queen and royal family as well. In her car- 
riage, down she came to the mansion, and as a sove- 
reign, praised the faithful dead, and as a tender mother 
consoled those who wept. With her jeweled band, 
that still bore the ring pledging eternal love 'twixt her 
and noble Albert, she touched the coffin. With the 
other she pointed to the body, saying, " My children. 
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Hia well for Princefl to pay homage, where Death, 
holds coart. !Reiuember, in the kingdom whither he 
is gone and weare going, only christian virtne changes 
to iineading royalty and righteousiieSB is bliss. Of all 
the noble deeds of life, most noble to live long and 
well, this Captain Blake has done." 



..y Google 



CHAPTER XYTT 

Thb Bitbul 07 Captain Blake. 

rriHE bells of Windsor toll — The processioa appears 
-'- — The band plays dirges — Soldiers in English and 
American colors entwined — ^Archbishops with robes — 
Casket with pall and bearera — Bobert, Jonathan Boone 
and Alice — Jamee| and Jennie— Relatives and 
Friends — High Nobility — Naval officers and Sailors — 
Servants and Tenants — Soldiers — Band of music. 

Picture 1. — Opening op Pahliament — In the House 

OF LOBDB. 

Some of the grandest earthly sights are dreadful. 
Snch are the horrors of an earthqaake, belching of 
volcanic £res, a ship in flames, the msh of a tornado 
or the fury of a siege. Bat there are also grand 
sights, beautiful and pleasant, snch as the opening 
and closing of the Gates of Day, the spangled robe of 
Hight, and the verdant garb of Spring. 

Prominent among the scenes of joyful grandeur, 
are jnstly reckoned those in which a loving people 
take a new eovereign to their breast. The true gloi^ 
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of Buch a specUele lies not in the wealth of waving 
banners, the loud call of trumpets, thunder of cannon, 
nor the flashes of jewels on coronets and crowns ; but 
rather in the sense of security that pervades the natioo. 
Few scenes surpass in dignity the opening of the Brit- 
ish Parliament by Queen Victoria. Light stepping 
heralds precede Albert Edward, Prince of Wales, who 
appears escorting the princess Alexandra. 

The aasemblage rises to do them honor, while the 
Princess fair and gentle takes her seat, and the Prince, 
in the dress of a Field Marshal, over the robes of a 
duke, becomes seated on the right of the throne. 
Tiien the nearer approach of majesty is proclainned 
by heralds, whose dresees are radiant with purple and 
gold, as the sunlight comes into the House of Lords. 

The g^eat officials of the British Court come nest, 
then the Premier with robe of scarlet and noble duke 
bearing the crown. Amid a revei'ent silenoe oomes 
Victoria. 

With gentle dignity the punctual Queen advances 
to the throne, followed by her graceful daughters, the 
Princesses Louise and Beatrice, who arrange the er- 
mine drapery about the person of her Majesty. 

The attire of the Queen was dark velvet and light 
fur. She bore ample sleeves, and a widow's cap, on 
which shone the crown, while the Koh-i-noor diamond 
burned on the imperial breast, as with grace she wel- 
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comed the faithful Commooe, wbo welcomed their 
faithfol Queen. The Lord Chancellor takes on bended 
koee, the Queen's speech, which Ib read from the 
■throne. Then bowing to Lords and Commons. she 
leaves the throne. The eminent assembly rises np 
while the well-beloved royal matron disappears, and 
the inspiring pageant vanishes from the eye, but ever 
shall remain in memory as a Bright Picture of Life. 

Picture 2. — In Windsoe Castle. 

Bat the scene to which we now invite attention, 
although destitute of some of these grand featnres, 
■will we trust make amends by cheerful variety. The 
time is soon after the burial of Blake, the place is 
Windsor Qastle. 

Near the centre of a spacious and elegant apart- 
ment, her Majesty, Queen Victoria is seated. In front 
is a marble table, and around are noblemen intent on . 
the welfare of the British realm, 

Her Majesty began the colloquy as follows : 

" My lords and gentlemen : I desire your counsel 
in regard to the journey of my son Albert, Prince of 
Wales, to my possessions in India, and to express the 
approval by the crown of the great American Centen- 
nial to be held next year in the city of Philadelphia." 

A Wohleman. — The suggestions of your Majesty 
are timely and important, but ere their consideration, 
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I beg leave to say, that a certain yonng American, 
Grey 1 think, by name, haa been invited to eater- 
tain OS with hiB cute wit and rustic maoDers; donbt- 
less at the door, he waits. 

Victoria. — Let the waiting American be admitted. 

Officer. — Please your Majesty, there is no Ameri- 
can waiting at the door. 

Lord Blank. — He was invited, but declined ; and 
with mock thanks. 

Y%cU}Tia. — He is a relative of Blake, with story 
quite romantic. Eeport doth call him poet and phi- 
losopher. Albert, my son, send thou Sir Charles at 
once, with gentle art. To make his coming sure, 
write thou a message. Be careful how thy words are 
marshalled, for Americans can scarce endure what 
savors of command. 

Prinze Albert. — It shall be done. 

Zord Blank. — I know this American quite well, 
and I can sketch his outline in advance. At first he 
will have airs, you'll see. Not being able to keep up 
the style, he will, in his weak closing words, proclaim 
himself a clown. 

Piature 8. — In the Mahsiok of i^tb Captain 
Blake. 
Present, Jonathan Boone, Robert and, Alice Grey 
and Jennie^ (£nter iSir Charles.) 
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Sir Chiwlse. — Kind greeting from the court, to &I] 
tbifi hoDse. Mj misBioii moat concerns this son of 
Orange. {Gwa Orsy the letter.) 

He reads, 

Qie; of Orange will be welcomed in Windsor Cutle. Diapen- 
■iiig wltlt eoreiaonj, he will be greeted u a friend, aa well tA ft 
representative of a brave and generooa people. 

For Victoria, and the Royal Court, 

Albkbt. 
Wio'dior, IST9. 

Orey to Jennie. • — What saith now my 
Queen? Shall I one hoor, hold court with Brit^ 
ain's. 

Jennie. — My hneband, go. Thou art a poet, Bpe:^ 
tboa pleasant words. Also a philosopher thou art, 
let thy pleasant words be wise. Thou art a member 
of Columbia's noble honse. Go meet the Queen, the 
Conrt, the Prince, hnt meet them as a Prince. 

Picture 4. — Queen Yictoeia's Couht. 

A Serald clad in gold. — Sir Charles and ward 
await the rojal pleasure. 

VietoTna. — We will grant them speedy andienoe. 

ChcmceUor. — Let not England bo nnhorsed in this 
tournament of wit. Bid them come in. 

Queen. — Art thoa an American % 

Grey. — Thanks to my sire, I am. 

Queen.— y^haX sort of American art thout 
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Gr&y. — Snch as thou seest, snch am I. 

Queen. — Well that is bright and dever. Speak 
out, and by thy boldness win our commendatioa. 

Grey. — Pardon me. Had I not better step with 
cantioD, than cross the line 'twixt boldness and rash- 
ness, and thus offend yoar Majesty and the Oonrt. 

^ueen. — Be free to speak. Have I not said, dis- 
pense with ceremony \ 

Grey. — "Tis trne. Suppose the sun shonld 
say, dispense with gravitation, conld the earth obey \ 
Queens may command and Oommons should obey. 
Bnt Who made Queens and Commons marked the 
way. 

Queen. — Be not so stately if you please. (To ihs 
court.) — Lead him some merry vein. Ho waits for 
that. 

Chaneellor, — What think you of England % 

Grey. — ^Much every way, but chiefly this. Its 
future is ahead. 

GhaTicdlor. — What was the temper of your people 
when you left % 

Grey. — Midway between a Sheffield razor and 
Damascus blade. 

ChanceUor. — We hear sad stories of your nation. 
Ministers, secretaries, bankers, to put it mildly, are 
much suspected. 

Grey.— It is the will of God, that men be led 
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sstraj. Snna be eclipsed, angeU to demons turoed, 
bnt ouly demons at the fact rejoice. Extravagance, 
epecalation, villainy, are the vile progeny of a fearful 
war, which by our people, shall be scorned with t«ars, 
as they their second century begin and close. 

Chancellor. — Who think you, will be yonr next 
president J 

Grey. — One of two men, who both love peace. 

CJumceUor. — Bnt the ellection may become a tia 

Grey. — Then Court Supreme will ent the Gordian 
knot. 

ChancelloT, — ^What is yonr American Constitntion 
based on } 

Grey. On Eevelation. 

ChcmceUor. — Pray tell me, on what sort ? 

Grey. — The vision of the prophet EzeMel, of 
a wheel inside of a wheel, and the revelation to 
Franklin and Jefferson of political truth. We have 
thirty-eight wheels, revolving inside the great wheel 
which we call Uncle Sam. 

Chancellor, — Since Boston is the hub, you hear 
the earth squeak on its axis I snppoee. 

Gt^. — No sir, we keep it qniet with petrole- 
um oil. 

Chancellor. — ^Yankees, they say," can live on dder 

and asking queBtions. Assert your title and ask us some. 

Grey. — The liquid comfort is invisible, bnt 
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let that go, Wlien will jour debt be paid, when will 
tbe London fog clear off, and Ireland throw the Bhille- 
lah down ? 

Chancellor. — Our debt will be paid on demand, 
when due ; will yours ! The London fog will clear, 
as the wind turns. A.nd Ireland smoke the Pipe of 
Peace when South Carolina does. Ask me more 
questions. 

Queen. — ^Nay, my good chancellor. Albert, thoa 
wast to his home, and kindly kept. Now speak thoa 
gently. 

AlieHf J*rince of Wales. — My coubIu, most welcome 
to England. How fare our friends across the water? 

Grey. — As all the world over, some living wise 
and happy, some like fools. 

Queen.— Me-rk well his words, my son ; they vehi- 
cle the truth. 

AHertj Prince of Wales. — Thou hast the same of 
poet ; consider now, thou hast an eager audience. 

Grey. — 

Well, well, do I remembef, 

When riding np Broadway, 
"The Prince ol Wales ia dying," 

I heard the people say. 

Th&nh: Qod, the Prince lecovered,- 

Hiey broke the levet'e spell, 
Columbia and the world rejoice. 

The genial Prince is w^ 
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Bnt still the truth ia clesr, 

A-lying was tbe Prince, 
Yes, ail tha liviog eona of men, 

Are djing ever since. 

When from her miglity tbrono 
Thj mother doth step down, 

And Alt>ert on thine head, 
Reposes Britain's crown — 

Stay wisely mild, oli king, 
Wise using all the things 
Kind given by onr Sire, 
All potent King of kings. 

FiniBbod the game, tbe king, the pawn. 



How dire, to enter the dread portal, 
Penuileas, graceless, yet immortal. 

And what 1 say to thee, great Prlnc«, 

I say to ail the world. 
With manly majesty, rule well 

The wondrous empire of thyself. 

Albert. — The memory of tby coonsel shall not die. 
Patiently and lovingly I wait my time. 

Qiieen. — Young Weetem bard, thon speabest 
■weighty words. 

Grey. — ^Victorione Tictoria. Britain and eelf thy 
realm. Kother of kings and queens, all people 
are thy children. ' All history softer for thy reign. 
I know peace makes lean record, better far men's ribs 
than pension rolls be fat. Sheltered by sea, and com- 
forted by sun, when sounds great GabriePs trump 
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Great Britain's work be done. Thy hnsband's body 
Bleeps embalmed above the Bod, his spirit hovers near 
to thee, and God. 

Queen. — Thou hast my thanks. {To Sir Charles) 
Bear him away. But he hath set a star within my 
flky, that never more shall fade. {To Grey.) And 
yet a moment hold ; bear thou this pearly necklace 
set in gold to her who bears thy name and shares 
thy fate. 

Grey. — Thy gift is prectons as the breath from off" 
the rosy clieek of June. 

Queen. — I do not counsel it, yet if thou wish, wine 
shall be given thee. 

Grey. — Great Qneen, health's foaming tankard 
and thy royal smiles enongh intoxicate, withoat the 
treacherous cup. Ere I depart, one moment for my 
land I crave. 

Queen, — Thou hast it freely given. 
Grey. — Next year their Centennial Exhibition my 
people hold in Philadelphia. "View with your ever 
ime nation this fairest bloom of civilization. 
'ha/n£«Uor. — If heaven spare Britain, Britain will 
ere. 

ifey. — ^Aye, spared she'll be, I know, for this 
more centennials yet to come. "What's much, 
TcU-wooed fields shall feed us all. What's more, 
rica and Britain and fair France, firm Prussia, 
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strong Rnssia, free Italy, sure Germanjj neighborly 
Brazil snd Anetria, Bball bear aloft the torch of wise 
liberty, so that hnmanity may read its rights. And 
now and ever, mighty God, bleEs all whom liberty 
loves, and all who love liberty. Kind Queen, dutiful 
Prince, and graciouB Coort, farewell. 

( Young Farmer drey retvrea with Sir Charles^ 
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CHA.PTEK XXm 
De^th ahd BcEiAjj OP THB Qbnbbotjb Mbbchant. 

AH, what a magician is time. The raiBing up of 
a full-grown brother and sister, and the dis- 
covery of grandfather and great-grandfather eurpaesed 
the wondere of India. 

Leaving Jonathan Boone to settle the estate, the 
four friends recroBsed the ocean and were welcomed 
at home. 

On New Year's eve, 1876, all American cities and 
villages were foil of loud-sonnding, bright-flashing 
patriotism, hailing the Second Century of Indepen- 
dence. Cannon thundered on the public squares, 
■while banners and mnsic enlivened the streets. 
Dwellings were illuminated. The boys danced around 
their bonfires, girls looked on and smiled, ladies 
clapped their hands and thanked God for Washington 
and Liberty. 

Soon joyous spring bloomed again in the garden 
of time. But alas, alas the frosts of age had chilled 
the blood of the merchant, yet he rallied, for he had 
cherished his health. But the summons of the Con- 
queror cannot be evaded. Electric fire flashed over 
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all the world the death of the millioDnire. In all 
dwellings, -warmed by furnaces or fagotp, the same 
degree of coldness is marked on the thci-mometer of 
death. Yonder npon the honsehold stem a sweet bad 
bloomed, then fell ; but in this marble palace has fallen 
the stem itself. 

Silent and helpless reposed all that was left of him 
at whoso word, with God's consent, ships anchored 
or sailed, mills turned or stood and thousands rejoiced 
OF feared. 

Like all men he was bom, like most he married, 
and died. But he deserves more on his tomb than 
^^ Sic jac^" To his bazaars people came to trade; 
now to his houBO thej come to bury. Editors, min- 
isters, doctors, lawyers, merchants, operatives attend 
the obsequies of him who was famed for honor, enter- 
prise and success. The widow broke a costly box of 
floral alabaster. The preacher spoke of his quiet faith 
that wonld survive his life, and the charity that would 
extend far beyond his death. 

The next morning the factory wheels revolved: 
again, the spindles began to hum, silks and all goods 
were revealed, and toil continued as before. Komulus 
founded Kome, Cecrops Athens, and their dnst sleep 
near them. Stewart founded Garden City whose dust 
and that which was precious to him will rest in the 
lap of a memorial chorch. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

Openinq of the Obhtbsnial EzHiBmon. 

A CCOEDIKG- to annonDcement long made, the 
-^^-*- Exhibition at Philadelphia was formally opened 
on Wednesday, May 10, 1876, in the presence of a 
vast and patient audience. 

The ceremonies were magnificent and enccessfnl. 
At nine a. u. the gates were opened and one hundred 
thousand persons entered the enclosure during the 
first hour, and two hundred and fifty thonsand during 
the first day, thus surpassing all previous openings of 
a fair. 

Upon a vast stage in front of Memorial Hall were 
a host of dignitaries and guests, while led by Thomas 
the vast orchestra of one hundred and fifty instra- 
ments and eight hundred voices rendered twenty 
national aira and " Wagner's Centennial March." 

Then the venerable Bishop Simpson ofiered, like 
Eang Solomon, 

A PRATER OP DEDICATION. 

Oh Thou God of our fathers, we come on this glad day into 
these courts with thanksgiving, and these gates with prayer. 
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We thank Thee for this land reiled from, the sncieitt world, 
but revealed to Thy chosen people whom Thoa. didat lead 
through the billows of the deep. We thank Thee for the 
fathers, men of mind and of might, who Ifdd on truth and 
jnatice the structure of freedom. We praise Thee for the clos- 
ing century, for the immortal Washington and his grand asso- 
ciates, for the heroism which under Thj blessing led them to 
Boccess. We thank Thee for social and national prosperity, 
for valuable diacoreries and inventions, for schools free as the 
morning light, for books and periodicals, for art and science, 
for freedom to worship Thee. . Bless all the people and this 
celebration. May it draw the nations together. 

Preserve our national guests. Bless the women of America 
ftnd may their intelligence and purity increase the glory of 
Christian elevation. Ma; our Republic he strengthened in 
every element of true greatness and acknowledge supreme al- 
legiance only to the King of kings. And unto Thee our 
Father, through Him who is the light of men, will we ascribe 
the glory, now and evermore. — Amen. 

Instantly afterward there rose a grand borst of 
melody, from organ, orchestra and Toicee singing 
Paine's music to " Whittier'a Centennial Hymn." 
Then General Hawley, President of the CommiBMon, 
and John "Welch, Chairman of the Board of Finance, 
presented the Exhibition to President Grant, who 
aeeepted.in the name of the American people, and 
Back's noble Cantata was given with Lanier's nniqae 
Poena. Hereupon the stars and stripes were floated 
from the tower on the Main Building and the instru- 
ments and voices rolled forth the sublime strains of 
the Hallelujah Chorus. One hundred iron bulls of 
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Eashan bellowed from Goorge's Hill — bells were 
nmg — the people cheered, Columbia smiled and tho 
Ceutentiial Exhibition was opened. 

The FresideDt of tbe United States, and Dom. 
Pedro, Emperor of Brazil, pat their bands on the 
lever of the vast Corliss engine. The monster eaogbt 
his breath and moved, and many acres of machinery 
moved also. The crowd dispersed to the varioos 
buildings. 

As for the city of Philadelphia, it may be said 
that in the evening, its many homes were crowded 
with guests from all lands, its tables bent with the 
weight of good cheer, its windows blazed with mill- 
ions of lights, and its great heart right royally was 
proud. 
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CHAPTER SXV. 

The Cehtennial Focetb of Jcilt, 1876. 

fnpHE pstriotism of the American people was won- 
■*'- dronsly aroneed by the ceremonies of the fourth, 
and by the display of the previous evening. Through 
all the cities of the Union, midnight was ablaze. 
Stars were dimmed by costly and complex pyrotech- 
nlos. The illuminations were not confined to the 
pnblic bnildingB, nor the costly edifices of trade, nor 
the mansions of the rich, bat the poor patriot put a- 
oandle iu his window and cheered. 

No American town was in darkness. The city of 
New York, on that memorial night, surpaesed in 
brilliancy any illumination ever attempted by man, 
Fhiladelphia has the honor of the Exposition, but the 
metropolis surpassed all the Centennial glories, save 
that, in the volcanic invasion of the air by battalions 
of rockets and the gorgeous glowing of raultitadinous 
Chinese lanterns, and the miles of processions congre- 
gating in acres of humanity, on Union Square. 

Broadway was a Nile of glory, pouring its tides 
of splendor from the Hudson to the Sound. A hun- 
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dred thonsand people cheered, the orderly stop of 
fifty thooeand ia liDe, while the elaborate adomiags 
sarpassed the dazzling festivals of London, Kome, or 
Paris. The regiments of soldiers and hosts of police 
were jjniet features of the scene, for without a touch 
of a bayonet, or even a harsh word, the people were 
loyally merry. 

The Fourth of July is a great day in every year, 
but this Centennial was regarded with unusual vhemei 
ence. After a night spent in jubilant fury, the dawn 
was met by firing of cannon and the ringing of bells, 
bells, bells in all the American towns. Grand pro- 
cessions moved, headed by marshals and bands of 
music, followed by cavalry and infantry, orator, poet 
and historian, civic societies with appropriate banners, 
uniformed fire brigades, veterans of the ware, with 
flags, citizens and music. 

Soon after the 4th, from all parts of the land rose 
the cry " On to the Centennial" Grey and his bride, 
accompanied, by Dr. Paul and wife and old Farmer 
Grey, joined in the cry and chase. Soon came Phila- 
delphia and Fairmount Park, crowned with two-hun- 
dred Centennial buildings, some lofty and long, with 
cornices, arcades and towers blazing with fiags, in the 
noonday sun. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 
SoEMB IN Main Hall — Oentekmlal EsHisrnoK 



Ob QoA Almighty and moat jnet, 
Tet merciful, in Tliee wo traat, 
Wliile these grand scenes unroll. 
We thank Thee for the power of sight, 
B7 which this fiood of joy so bright, , 
Pours in upon the soul. 



Thou rich bouquet of faireet bloflsomB, 
From all earth's gardens freshly drawn, 
Thoo comest welcome as the dawn, 
Colombia's Ceuturj Plant to grace, 
In Philadelphia's Fairmoout Tase. 



Robert. — 

Tia rather an Olympian Game we aee — 
lask the jndgea, "Which runs best!" 
They anawer. " All the world's abreast," 

Old farmer Grey. — Pray let an old man speak. 

The family of nations come with gifts 
To deck their sister's house, upon her natal day. 
My heart with streams of joy doth run- 
By prudent marriage — my dear brother's aon 
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Hath from the sleep of Folly been awoke ; 
And binds hia neck to duty's joke. 
Mj Son — the occasion calls for record. 
Speak kindly to the gatheted world. 

Young FwrrruT Grey. — 

Fair Earope, Asia brown and Afric*; 

And all ye islanda of the deep. 

We welcome you and al\ ye bring. 

Now flrst comes mighty Britain as ia meet, 

Bearing licb paintings from her Windaw waU^ 

With napkin woven by the royal hand: 

And etcUnga 'broidered by a priDceas' band. 

And many wonders from a woudroos land. 

Ah, London — Capital of time 

So wise and populoua — sublime ! 

Steaming Liverpool — Hanchester whirling 

Birmingham — Sheffield, Eidderminater, 

Edinburgh, Glasgow, Puslej, Bristol, 

Dublin, Cork and limeiick. 

All ye great towns have sent great gifts. 

Which are accepted, with great thanks. 

To draw the eye, one picture never fails — 

Fiith'B Marriage of the Prince of Wales. 

Henceforth may war's tide never run 

'CroBH Wellington's fair land and Washington. 

Now doth the beantif nl great France 

In comely majesty advance. 

Thoa bringeat wine tbia feast to crown. 

Still memory's lips and eyes are wet 

With fragrant thongbts and dewy t«ars 

For mntual hero Lafayette. 

IlluBtrions Paris, gay and grand 

With nimble foot and open hand, 

Silken Lyons and Bordeaui, 

Havre, Maraeillea and Monaco, 

On the great aea, o'er wliich ye sailed 
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With galea above, and to^s below, 
Te kept stoat heart, and sQnn^ tace 
'Mid plenitude o( woe. 
Now Btepping from her crystal tbtona 
Fate offers thee a etanj crown. 

Vast Gertnany, thj ebj doth blaze 
With happ7 homes and princes brare ; 
Ye cheriah thougbta of other da;e 
To noariab deeds all strong to gave. 
While strong in mnscles — kind ia looks. 
Heaven bless the QermaiiB at their books. 
The stadents may poaaeHa the air. 
The people bring the gilts of care — 
Oermauia vase luid quaint old German wan. 
Clocks of Black Forest and sweet odors rare. 

How swift hath PrusBia to the foremost front 
With banners iying moat tremendous como— 
Th; mighty guns, a clouded glorj gain, 
But pure the garlands of iky porcelain. 

Hail Austria — well done I 
Thou hast a sparkle of old Hapshnrg prid« 
Bom where the Danube pours his tide. 
We take thj gifts with many thanks 
Wheel grand Vienna in the ranks ; 
Hail Eossuth — gallant Hani 

Vast nation of the Czar and great of heart 
Where deeds are done ; t^ou dost thy part. 
Like a huge army thon dost hold the North, 
Eilectrlc robes of far thou sendest forth 
To symbolize the heats that rest 
For kind America, in Russia's breast. 

Welcome fair Italy — within whose Hall 
Art keeps a constant carnival. 
And fairy Naples — antique Bome, 
Where all the world delight to rofim— 
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Th; heart gooA Father is aglow 
With love thy rich Mosaics show. 
We hail thy kiDdnssB, Modarn Qreece, 
And wish thee bravery and peace, 
Ueepite divliieB, with righteooa wiedom 
Holland ia aaved by beln^ dammed. 
Thy sturdy aboulden keep away the sea, 
Thy aturdy virtaes keep all ahama from thee. 

Free laud of Tell — thou sCandest well 
Upon thine Alpine baae. 
Thy sons acarce hold the watch o( gold 
That times the human race. 

Thanka, honeat Denmark, brave and true— 
And Babal ■speaking Belginm too. 

Norway and Swedeo, on thy land 
la peace — thoogh whirlpoola sweep the strand. 
Home of Colambua — grand old Spain — 
After thioe ebb, thy flood may come again. 
And pleaaaat Portagal accept onr pr^M 
For kind remembrance of other daya. 

Aala now channs our eyes — 
Asia BO vast and indolent, 
Aria BO old and opulent. 
And full of mysteiiea. 

Dark tinted Africa, we caoDot say. 

Thou art as thou hast been atway — 

For Orange Free State struggles into day. 

Egypt antiquitoua — thou Pakice of the Nll« j 

Tomb of the Pharaohs — atay a while. 

BIch gifts, requesting we be friends 

" The oldeat people to the youngeat aends." 

Welcome Lord DuSerln and Canadian show — 
Welcome Brazil— welcome Pedro. 
At home je diverse apeak — taught from above, 
Bpeak here one dialect of love. 
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Down in the mighty YiUUy of the Past 
Kae complei scenes ot splendor and of woe — 
Columbua etaggering o'er a donbttul sea 
Then landing on a bright but threatening shore, 
Then Jamestown's slender huta and smokes arise. 
Then Plymonth holds the May Flower ta its breast. 
The scene unfolds of tears and plans — 
Of Indian hate — towns burning in the night. 
And yet the Colonies do wide expand. 
The air grows heavy with the weight of War ; 
Seven years of tempest : then a precious calm 
Freighted with praise to Sod. and Liberty to man. 
Now turn we from the former times away 
To glowing Panorama of To-day. 
In this consummate age of mighty men 
All are bo grand that few are heroes known — 
No Cffisar in the field— nor in the schools 
Demosthenes or Socrates doth blaze ; 
No Chatham— no Webater— no Clay ; 
For stars are dim, when all is day. 
Nigh rended Union hath the stronger grown ; 
What once waa oak. is changed to stone. 
Upon the channel of the Coming Time 
I see all nationH in a squadron move. 
The channel narrows when the Stream of Timo 
Pours in the Sea of Immortality. 
The ships go in — au Angel from the heights 
The golden heights of Heaven, comes down and waves 
The striped and starry banner over all — 
Draws back the night — lets In the day 
And from Millenial gates rolls the high rock away. 
All hail ! bold Maine — tbuu Alpha of the States, 
The North Star of the Union- 
Stand thou New England of our land a type 
A mountain stable, sunly-crowned and green. 
With sweetand ample verdure ever blessed. 
And solemn, awful grandeur ever crowned! 
Historic Bealm — the world doth reverence still 
Thy Robe of Qlory ,won at Bunker Hill ; 
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And Bball to thee witb homttge turn, 

Till Earth's last flame tlie records bum. 

Ne'er slept in Hatveat, Bostou, old or yoni^. 

Wlien for the ateel-clad reapers old South rung, 

'Twaa ou a comer ol her street — a friend of Britain eaid : 

Beware how jou annoy the Eing — the akj aeeaiB red. 

" Aje red with blood of tyrants, bluehes of the shamed 

So apake the brave Boetonian, a hundred years ago. 
" Take my advice," said Britain's friend, " go alow," 
" Tell ye the whirling sun, go glow. 
Tell ye the ocean pulses, beat ye slow. 
Tell ye the winds woke by tornado call, go slow. 
When sun and tides and winds obey thee. 
Then will I go slow. 
Till then, whate'er the issue he. 
I'll take the doable-quicfc for Liberty," 
So spake the brave Bostonian a hundred years ago. 
Oh, Providence keep thou tme to name. 
And God will light thee to eternal fame. 
While lovely Newport crowns the bay, 
Btarryas Night and sonny as the Day. 
Learned New Haven, let flushed Ignorance pale. 
At the snre mandate of thy mighty Yale. 
While queenly Hartford, beautiful as good. 
Shares with the world her dally food. 
Magnificent Metropolis, New York, 
Thy regal homes, thy marble halls of trade, 
Have Broadway inimitable laade. 
Thy Brooklyn arch curves lightly o'er the tide- 
Art's miracle — the waters to divide. 
To dizzy myriads, who in coming time 
Shall walk this corridor sublime, 
God help yon faith's steep bridge to climb. 
I see a group of hardy men, 
Who cultivate the seas 
From where the Southern waters boil, 
To where the Northern freeze ; 
Betuming flush and merry now 
8* 
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From off their briny way. 

With iron halters tie their steeds 

To aneliora in the bay. 

Ooddeiia of Jersey, thou VenuB art, 

So coy in manner, generoaa in heart ; 

New York is Juno, Qanen of Heaven ; 

Empire and riches (o her given ; 

Minerva in Maaaacltuaette found 

With love and woven cbaplets crowned ; 

Pure honored Pennsylvania, 

Goddess of Same, ia Vesta. 

Diana, Queen of Woods, is fair Vii^Dla ; 

Ohio ia rich Ceres, goddess of the Harvest ; 

The fates hold Illiooia, and the far Westj 

Bacchns in California makes his home, 

Cupid is o'er the Union tiee to roam. 

ThoD monumental Baltimore, 

Fair as the daughters, none ooald ask for more. 

Biohmond and Charleston, high on Glory's roll. 

Thy children's virtue may thy past console. 

Eot-hlooded Alabama, what didst thon ap7)ease. 

When thy swift moving namesake scorned the soaaT 

Alas and bravo echo o'er the glade. 

Alas, the claims existed, bravo, they are paid. 

Bravo, brave Britain, brave honest Britain, 

Bravo, they are paid. 

'Tia thus alone, that man or oatioa, 

Walks the decks of life an Admiral. 

All hail the coming era of the South, 

When all her burating springlets in one flood. 

Bear loyal states to grandeur. For her good, 

Her wise, her dutiful, her brave and fair, 

Shall Sad their longed-for empire only there ; 

Prond Empreaa of the Gulf, New Orleans vast. 

Shall win time's plaudit at the last ; 

And rich St. Louis on the Miaaiasippi sea. 

Crown western future with her majesty ; 

And now Chicago, Phmnii-like shall rise, 

Aud rush like motoing on the wondering skies; 
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UUwankM, CiDCimiaU, Bn^lo, 

Shall make the zenith all ftglow ; 

Bat not their light alone, bat flamea of gold, 

From ftll oar Iowdh in glory roiled. 

Wboce children will ia manlioeBa and peace. 

Extol the greatneoB of this fint Centennial 

In their obaervauca o( tlie second. 

Which other gnesta ahall see. 

80 may the woiid roll on, not merelf hitng 

Like culprit ou the gibbet of the sky, 

Bat bathed In God'e oira Bmile, smile iiack in Sprinp, 

In Summer fruitful be. while Autumn stoat, 

Bhall fagota bear to keep the Winter warm : 

Till He who sent it on its mightj round, 

Bteps out to take it in hie hand again. 

And crowns good lives with everlasting bliss, 

Meuiah't bariTur Handing by the thTone. 

Suddeulj the speaker beheld one approaching, 
and himself and Jennie, Kobert and Alice, cried oat, 
*' Weloome, welcome, grandsire Boone." 
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CHAPTER XXVn. 

OUK last chapter closed with the appearance of 
Jonathan Boone and the welcome that wae 
given him. Afterwards the club and friends made an 
examination of the superb Disclosure. 

So grand a boastof jewels well-deserved a royal set- 
ting of wedded glass and iron. They gaze perplexed 
at which to wonder most, the buildings, the exhibition 
or the people. 

Indeed it was a wondrous crowd, bnzzing like a 
swarm of bees, set by the hand of fortune in a Para- 
dise of sweets, gathering from blooms of art and sci- 
ence grateful wisdom that shall forever fill the cells of 
intellect with the nectar of memory. 

There was the African, the long-dweller in Asia, 
the flexiie Frenchman, the ruddy German, the robust 
Englishman, the active Spaniard, the bright-eyed 
Italian, the massive Eussian, the Jolly Irishman, 
the shrewd Scotchman, the progressive Brazilian, 
the Indian, the American — all were wondering at 
the Centennial, covering two hundred and fifty 
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They view Main Hall 1880 by 464 ft. 

Machinery Hall 1402 " 360 

Agricultural Bniiding. 820 " 125 

Memorial Hall 365 " 210 

Horticnltaral Building 383 " 193 
They view Woman's Pavilion and its bewildering 
array of beauty and utility; the variouB State Build 
ings ; the TurkUh and Japanese Bazars, Vienna Bak- 
ery, Circular Railroad and the million objects of 
interest. 

The Club secured a suite of commodious parlors 
wherein were held pleaeant reunions with valued 
guests. 

Dr. Paul said " Let it not be told in coming time, 
that the hundredth anniversary of American Freedom 
was celebrated by a brilliant assembling of the world's 
skill, genius and wisdom — lasting two hundred days, 
yet when the hour struck for the dissolution of the 
glowing scene, all wonders of land and sea were taken 
away, and the sages , returned to their books — the - 
buildings "were leveled, and the ground swept, for the 
grand exhibition was over and no record remaiaed 
save in memory and the premium scrolls. 

In answer to invitation there gathered at the 
Salon de Chih the most brilliant minds of the age. 
Some were professors deep-read in classic lore, Bome 
■■ere editors and publishers, who registered the pulses 
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of thought, Bome clergymen " who allnred to brighter 
worids, " some deep ecieutiBtsfroiii across the sea, who 
announced fanciful theorieB which they failed to prove, 
some nomiQal Keformers who bewailed this Diamond 
Age. 

Some morsels of the feast were preserved. One 
savant who obeyed the call was a gentleman pos- 
sessed of a type of thought called " The Theory of 
Evohition." His method was deliberate and guarded. 
He said, "So far as I know, there are only three 
hypotheses which Iiave been entertained respecting 
the past history of nature. 

One is, that tlie present order has existed from all 
eternity. 

This was a favorite &ncy of antiqnity, but in mod- 
em times has been discarded, because its verification 
would require an eternal succeBsion of witnesses, which 
is not attainable. 

, The second theory, is that the present state of 
things has existed for a comparatively brief -period — 
that it had a sudden origin in definite order during 
six days according to the Mosaic, or as I choose to 
call it, the Miltonic Theory. When God said " Let 
the earth bring forth the living creature after his 
kind," the earth obeyed at once, and the animals came 
up out of the ground. 
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" The tawny lion pawing lo get free hia hinder parts 
At length roue up ; and shook his brindled mane, 
The tiger threw the soil in hillocka with a ;ell, 
The deer poshed head and homa np throagh the ground. 
And flocks came throagh, not only fleeced bat bleating." 

There yet remains — The third Hypothesis — The 
Theory of Evolution. 

That fiupposee that at any giveo period in the 
past, we should meet with a state of things more or 
less similar to the present ; bnt less similar in pro- 
portion as we go back in time ; that the physical frame 
of the earth could be traced back in this way to a 
condition in which its parts were separated into little 
more than a nebulous cloud, making part of the com- 
mon substance into which we should find the sun 
and the other planetary bodies also resolved ; and 
that if we trace back the animal world or vegetable 
world we should find preceding the present fauna 
and flora, animals and plants not identical with them, 
but like them, only increasing their differences as tqu 
go back in time ; and becoming simpler until eventual- 
ly we should arrive at that gelatinous mass which, so 
far as our present knowledge goes, is the common 
foundation of all life; and whether we could trace 
that further is uncertain ; but at any rate, the force 
of science tends to justify the speculation that that 
could be traced to something common in itself; and 
the nebulous foundation of universal matter. 
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" The hypothesia of Ecolution eupposes that in all 
this past progression there would be no breach o£ 
continuity bnt would be like the wonderful series of 
changeB in virtue of which there arises out of that 
semi-fluid homogeneouB substance called an egg, the 
delicate organization of an animal. That is what is 
meant by Evolntion." 

X>r. Paul then arose and said, " I wish to ask the 
learned gentleman the question ' Has the principle 
of Evolution completed its work ; or does the work 
still go on?' " The answer came, "I suppose it still 
goes on." 

Dr. Paul resumed, " Is there anything that jou or 
I or our learned neighbors have seen that gives to 
this principle any probability? Conld it act from 
century to century of modern times unnoticed? We 
have the evidence of History — describing horses — 
eheep — oxen — birds and men, ages ago, similar to 
those of the present day. It is the province of Na- 
ture to be mysterious ; but rest assured the God of 
iN^ature will not allow himself to be exiled from the 
world he made. Let us lift our gaze from this ob- 
scurity to the glorious idea of the immortality of the 
eoul. "We all agree that matter exists. It is not 
reasonable to suppose that it constitutes its own 
creator; or that it exists without a creator; but it is 
consistent with Beason and Observation and Revelation 



.ocgic 



174 A PICTDBB OF LIFE. 

to believe that Natnre origmated by the command and 
existsby the wiUof an Almighty power called God." 

Then followed candid conversation in regard 
to the origin of things. Reference was made to 
Aristotle, Plato and Kant and to the Brahminical and 
materialistic leaders of the day. At the cIobg of long 
debate, these learned men, in council, — with all the 
light of science in the noon of 1876, acknowledged, 
almost nnantmously, that the most comforting and 
rational mode of solving Creation, Life and Event 
was to admit the being of one Supreme Power, — the 
Lord Jehovah — and the teaching of one supreme book 
— the Bible. After prolonged and delighti'ul session, 
the Club adjourned for the day. 
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CHAPTER XXVm. 

/"XN the day followiug tliis conference, the members 
^— ^ of the Olub were gazing on the wonders of the 
Main Hall. 

In an aisle a little apart, 'Rev, Dr, Panl and the 
Farmer were engaged in an earnest conversation. 
Soon the two came to where James Grey was 
standing; and taking him bj the arm, led him 
np the winding stairs at the western end of the 
Hall ; and having reached the highest gallery in the 
Tower, the three stood surveying the wondrous 
scene below. 

There waa the romantic Pagoda of the East — the 
huge iron enclosures of Sweden— the gilded colonnade 
of Brazil — the wonders of England, France, Germany, 
KuBsia, Austria, America and all the world. They 
also perceived the ceaseless hum of human voices 
and constant tread of human feet. 

The father turned and said, " My Son, what 
thinkest thou I" 

He answered, " I have the thought of Xerxes who 
over twenty centuries ago, viewed his army of mil- 
lions. So do I feel ead as looking down upon this 
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throng, I reflect that in less than a hundred years 
this multitude will be dead. 

The father produced a paper and said to James, 
" My Son, yonr mother left this message, to be given 
in some happy moment." 

James opened and read as follows : 

" H7 eon, nlieu ;roa read tliese liaes. I will be in the Land 
of Spirits, In the past thou hast fed on the viands ot fancy, 
tUTU ;e, tara je to the food of the bltiat. 

Elizabeth Gbbt. 

Quickly a rift in the clouds was made, and a beam 
of sunlight fell, and James Grey accepted the token 
and from the baptism of the sunsmile and message 
came out devoted, and softly took his place among the 
immortals. 

While this incident was occurring, there was 
moving here and there, supported by loving arms, the 
stately form of Jonathan Boone, who having delayed 
settling the estate of his father-in-law, Oaptain Blake, 
had now come to visit the Centennial and act a noble 
part. Our friends had secured excellent accommoda- 
tions in the family of a wealthy Quaker. Among the 
other boarders were two ladies, whose manners were 
80 quiet, that they might have' escaped observation, 
had not thoir dignity and gracefulness charmed all 
beholders. The elder lady was abont sixty. Time 
had gently touched her with his wand. She was of 
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medium ieight, and somewhat inclined to be stoat of 
ligure. Her hair, whicli "was still abundant, was 
arranged in enrls. Her eyes were dark and keen. 
Her eoioplexion was lovingly warmed by the fresh 
glow of excellent health. Her manner was courteous 
with a certain reserve peculiar to the better classes of 
thb south. Her dress was of dark silt, trimmed with 
lace. She wore a light cap with profuse ribbons for one 
of her years, but in which she certainly looked charm- 
ing. She was introduced simply as Miss Sinclair. 

Her companion was younger, (say by twenty 
years,) and contrasted with the elder. Her modest 
attire exquisitely set out her handsome figure. Her 
■voice was soft, while her intense language showed 
lack of early culture. Her manner was restrained, 
while evincing great regard for her more advanced 
, companion. She was known as Mrs. Bonvler, 

From the first introduction of Jonathan Boone to 
these two ladies, he seemed drawn to them by an irre- 
sistible impulse, Boone was sixty-five, but he had a 
eonnd mind and body, and warm heart. He was 
wealthy, but lonely and yearned for a companion. 
When he gazed on the younger lady, he was in a 
labyrinth of fancies that faded and came again. But 
when Boone glanced upon the elder lady, he was 
smitten at first sight with the charmed arrows from 
Copid's quiver. 
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We have said that Boone wea moving through the 
OeBtennial supported bj the arms of Jennie and 
Alice; bnt he haBnow broken aws; from tfaem, and is 
at preeeot doing the agreeable to the elder lady in cnrla. 

Ere long Miss Sinclair said : " Mr. Boone, wbitC 
draws you to the English DopartmeDt i Booue 
replied : " My dear lady, 1 have lived there for forty 
years. My birth-place however, is in Kentncky." 

The lady returned: " Indeed t Kentucky is also 
my native State." In her agitation she dropped her 
handkerchief, and as Boone gallantly returned it, he 
saw with a thrill, the name of Catherine Sinclair. 

With trembling he inquired as to the county and 
town. When the response was given, he added : " In 
the brick house by the cedar spring?" Smiling and 
blushing, the lady with carls answered : " The same." 
Said Boone, "Do you remember who- got you the red 
apples from the high trees, and the strawberries fVom 
the meadow, becanse you helped in spelling?" 

" Yes, well do I," said Miss Sinclair. 

Boone could no longer restrain the vehemence of 
his passion ; but taking the lady's hand in his, ex- 
claimed, " God bless yon, darling of my youth. Tou 
are little Katy and I am Johnnie Boony?" 

The reader may well believe that the conple 
at once became seated iu front of the great organ, 
and told life's story o'er and o'er. 
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Miss Sinclair'g life bad been partly spont in the 
care of soldiers in an amiy hospital and in the joyous 
charge of her aged parents now at reet. 

Bdone inquired as to the younger lady by whom 
she was accompanied, and was informed, *' She is the 
widow of a Union soldier — a captain who was killed 
in battle. I made her acquaintance while we were 
nurses in the hospital. When about to depart, Mrs. 
Bouvier fell at my feet and said, " Oh Madam, entreat 
me not to leave you, for I have no friend beside ! " 

Pleased with her manners and judgment, I took 
her to my home, where she has been my constant 
companion. She .is contented, but at times a snddea 
melancholy causes her to weep, when with a kiss, a 
emile and a snatch of song she becomes herself again, 
but the particulars of her early life I dare not reveal. 

Boone then whispered, " Dear Katy, I have lands 
and gold, let me be a husband to you, and a friend to 
the soldier's widow," Flushed with the memory of 
her girlhood's love, she blushed and whispered in 
return, "just as yon please, dear Johnnie." As Boone 
related in the evening the events of the day, many 
were the kisses given to grandaire and to Katy, the 
sweetheart of hia childhood and his age. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

T7"ENTTJCKr smiled. The late aatnniD snn 
-'-^ threw the rich mantle of yellow light over the 
browQ meadows. The grand Ceutennial was closed. 
The Presidential election had been held ; and for the 
first time resulted in what was practically a tie but 
decided by commission in favor of Hayes as against 
Tilden. From the summit of a liill, a grey-haired 
man surveys the valley of his yonth. He sees the 
tiny meadow-brook of bis boyhood. He sees the 
changed abodes of bis neighbors, and looks toward 
the village, now grown to a city. The oak tree is 
gone. The white school boose is replaced by a 
college and the forest is in streets. The groy-haired 
man and his companions go down the hill toward the 
dwelling, where once was the green lattice- 
In this Kentucky mansion lights spring np, as 
the snn goes down. A most agreeable company of 
neighbors and friends soon gather. The Rainbow 
Club is represented. 

James Grey and Jennie, Robert and Alice 
are present at the wedding of Jonathan Boone arid 
Catherine Sinclair. 
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After the ceremony and the sapper (which was 
opened in profusion and distributed with generous 
hospitality) the groom said to the bride, " Katy, yoa 
promised to give me the history of yonr friend Mrs. 
Boovier, as soon as we were married." The bride 
answered " The woman can tell the story beet herself." 
After some qodest relnctance, she took a seat and gave 

THE widow's BTOET, 

On the 15th of April, 1861, the very day that 
President Lincoln made his first call for troops, my 
hnsband volunteered, leaving me at a farm house in 
Pennsylvania. 

He soon reached Washington and with his regi- 
ment went to an encampment near by, and was swal- 
lowed up in the Army of the Potomac. Under the 
command of McDowell be took part in the first 
battle of Bull Kun on the Slst of July. 

The battle lasted ten hours; and the insnrgents 
being greatly reinforced, the Union troops retreated to 
Washington, and Congress in exti-a session voted to 
raise 600,000 men for three years or the war. I 
soon got regular letters from my husband. 

The life of a soldier is at best a hard one, but 
having seen mncb exposure in hie day, he was ena- 
bled to endure the night watchiugs and marches with 
comparative ease. He soon attracted the attention of 
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his officera and by rapid promotions gained by cour- 
age on tlie battle field, he beoaine captain of a company. 

His letters gradaslly became more sad and frequent. 

In them he told how lonelj be felt without me. 
He conid endure the storm, the march, the battle ; 
bnt not BeparatioQ from me. 

He wrote that if I chose to join htm, I ooiild be of 
service as nurse in the camp, and that hie position 
would secure to me kindness and protection, — bat he 
added, " My dear Mary, don't come if you would 
rather stay. But as our lives were begun in mystery, 
and have thus far run along in mutual love, I would 
have you with me at the close ; for in war, all thing* 
are uncertain." 

The sad tone of my husband's letter convinced me 
that I ought to join him, if so be that my presence 
might be a comfort to him ; and my care as nurse be 
of service to others in hospital or camp, 

I had beard some one say that Love is woman's 
£iDgdom, and Sorrow is its Court. So I bade fare- 
■ well to the kind friends with whom I was staying, 
and hastened downward to the seat of war. 

Much of the country through which I passed, 
seemed desolated by fire and sword. 

The houses were often deserted. The fences had 
been used for fuel — the orchards were mined, for the 
trees that were still standing, were gnawed and 
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^oken by the horses that had been tied to them. Tho 
dooryardB and gardens had been trampled by men 
and beaete. 

I saw^ many elegant mansions, containing rich 
furnitum and costly paintings that had been deserted 
by their owners and were now occnpied by aged 
negroes and sick soldiers — the walls being blackened, 
the mirrors broken, and horsea stabled in the parlor. 

My heart almost failed me as I approached some 
miserable cabin and found there human beings — cold, 
sick and starving. 

Uenally I wonld get a pass from one commander 
to another, and secnre conveyance in suttler's wagona 
without expense. My plainly told story was com^ 
monly believed ; and I met but little trouble in reach. 
ing my husband's regiment. 

Never shall I forget ray first view oi an encamped 
army. Long lines of white tents, like the streets of 
8 city, were spread out over the valley. Soldiers were 
on guard at every corner. Ii«ports from scouts and 
pickets were constantly being brought into head- 
quarters. Squadrons of cavalry were manosuvering at 
the wings of the encampment, and artillery was 
thundering in the distance. I was rapidly led for- 
ward, first to the regiment, and then to the com- 
pany of which my husband was captain. 

I found him asleep in his tent. The surgeon and 
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first lientenant were at his side, conversing in low 
and troubled voices. My hnsband was npou bis back, 
pale and haggard. In my excitement I fell exhausted, 
but Goou rallied and was about to throw myself upon 
the bed in haste and weariness, when the officer 
stopped me and inquired my name and mission. 

I told bim I was the captain's wife ; come at his 
request. " Bat," said I quickly, " tell me, is be sick or 
wounded V 

I heard in agony the terrible reply, " Madam — 
he is both." 

With a, mighty effort I staggered to the bed, and 
swept back the locks that fell over his face. I put 
luy trembling baud on his brow, and as I felt the 
cold dampness upon it, I fell unconscious across the 
body of my husband. When I awoke, it was night. 

On a little pine table, nearly covered with boxes 
and bottles, a light was burning. A soldier sat 
watching at the foot of the bed, in bis round cap and 
blue caped coat. My hnsbaud was also awake, and 
put his band in mine. He gave it a gentle pressure, 
and without turning his head, whispered, ''Mary, is 
it really you V 

" Tes, dear Ivan, I have come," 

" Oh," said he, " how glad 1 am to have you with 
me. I am slightly wounded and very Bick, but now 
that yon are come, I will get well." 
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Hardly liad he spoken the words, when he threw 
my hand from Iiim and calied alond, " Comrades — 
np once more, and the day is ours — steady, boys, 
steady — Forwai"d — March!" Having thus spoken lie 
gasped for breath, and turning toward bim, I saw the 
fires of fever and delirinm were ablaze in his face 
and eyes. His forehead was hot and throbbing. 

I sprang from the bed, dampened a doth, and laid 
it upon his temples. The soldier gave me directions 
as to the medicine, and I allowed him to sleep. For 
weeks I nursed my husband through a sluggish fever, 
BDd was at length rewarded by his recovery. 

His wound, received in a skirmish, was but trifling, 
and my husband, (who was a general favorite,) with 
shouts of welcome, stood at the head his men. I grew 
familiar with the daily duties of a soldier. About 
six in the morning, the waking drums were beat. 
Soon company roll was called, and at seven there 
■was breakfast. Then after cleaning guns, the new 
guards were mounted, troops drilled. After dinner, 
regimental and brigade inspection, when often the 
ranks would be broken, and war's yoke thrown off for 
the day. And also, perhaps, hardly had they entered 
their tents, before some picket report would march 
them all night in storm and danger. 

One day my husband and myself were in the tout, 
talking over our past lives and wishing for peace. 
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Bat 8 Boldier ia in coDstant d&nger. While we were 
talking, the soand of dietant musketry was beard, and 
Boon a bomb-shell came over ns shrieking like a fiend 
in agony. The trumpets hastily sounded, the Eoldiers 
fell in line, the bands began to play, and our troops 
marched off with banners flying, to meet the enemy. 

My husband was at the liead of his company. I 
was weeping at the tent door, he tossed me a kiss as 
he passed. And alive, I never saw him more. In 
the evening, beneath the soft moonlight, the troops 
returned victorious, but the lieutenant led our com- 
pany, and not the captain. There followed slowly 
wagons bearing the wounded and the dead." 



Bat the poor woman could go no farther, and cov- 
ering her face with her hands, sobbed violently. The 
wedding party were gathered closely about the speaker, 
and not a word of the sad recital had been lost. In 
fact, moved by sympathy, many were in tears. The 
bride took her seat by the widow, aud said as she 
folded her to her bosom, " My friend, weep not, for 
Orod is just though man is oft unkind." Jennie and 
Alice added their words of consolation, and Jonathan 
Boone gently patted her on the head, saying, " Poor 
woman, don't weep, for as good a wife as you have 
been, will never be destitute of friends." 

At the urgent request of all presept, the widow 
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contiDned : " Of the horron of that scene, when they 
broagbt my hnsbaDd'e body, and laid it in the dead- 
boDse, I can say nothing, althoDgh it is impressed on 
my memory with the power of living light. The offi- 
cers and men were very kind to me in my sorrow. 
The chaphiin, a good and faithful man, took mu in 
his care. I was made one of a company of nnrseg, 
who followed the camp, feeding and caring for the 
unfortunate who came in onr way. 

Oh, the horror of those months I The heat was 
dreadful, the very air seemed on fire. The poi- 
soned atmosphere of the confined rooms fed tlie 



ing m 
they 



with 



homing fever, mnning into delirium, and end! 
death. Onr snrgeons worked like heroes, bot 
were often overwhelmed with cases reqninng ii 
diate attention. Our ears were constantly filled 
the sonnd of men gasping for breath, or shrieking 
&om the tortures of amputation. 

Oh, the horrors of war ! But in this scene of 
misery and desolation, I met an angel in a woman's 
form. She was the matron of a band of southern 
nurEes, connected with the army of General Lee, but 
who also cared for Union soldiers in the- Confederate 
lines. Wise, active, and gentle, she flitted like a 
sparrow from couch to couch, bearing the cup of 
mercy to the wounded body, and the Word of Life to 
the failing spirit. Like Florence Nightingale of 
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Crimean fame, she was of excellent family, and nn- 
married. But wlien liumanity calls, woman keeps 
nothing back. She cared for sick and wounded, 
wliether Confederate or Union. When the cruel war 
was over, this good woman took rae with her to Ken- 
■ tncky, and has given me a home at her side. This is 
the womanly angel, her name bat an hour ago, was 
Miss Oathenne Sinclair." So sayiug, the widow 
threw herself at the feet of the bride. 

The groom lifted her up and consoled her with 
this aesnrance, " Fear not, for no one shall rob you 
of Catherine's love. Ton shall have a home with 
US. God be praised for the honor of entertaining 
two such noble women in one house ! " 

When the excitement had aomewliat Bnbsided, 
Boone said to the captain's widow, " Please tell us 
your early history, omit nothing, for I feel impressed 
that this mystery is not yet all solved." 

The widow resumed, " Previous to the breaking 
out of the war, my husband and I were living in the 
North." 

Boone anxiously said, " Yes, yes, but before yoa 
were married, where did you live!" 

The widow blushed, and added, " we were living 



Here James and Jennie, Kobcrt. Alice and 
Boone gave an exclamation of surpriEd While the 
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Speaker coatinued, " but we were DOt gypsy-bora. 
We had been Btolen from our parents while children. 
We learned these facts from converaations in the 
gypsy camp, when they thonght we were asleep. My 
hiisbaad when a boy was stolon while asleep in a vil- 
lage tavern. As for myself, X was stolen from a 
park in "Windsor, England. My name is Mary, for it 
was printed on the locket fastened to my neck when 
carried away." Neither Robert,- Alice, Jennie, nor 
Eoone could speak. James alone eonld eaj, " Have 
yon yet the locket ! " " Yes," the widow replied. 
And as she spoke, she took froin her neck a golden 
chain fastened to a locket protected by an enclosure 
of silk. When the locket was opened, it revealed the 
portraits of Jonathan Boone and Helen Blake. Be- 
neath were engraved these words, " Presented to their 
danghter Mary," 

At once flew Jennie and Robert to the widow, 
and clasping their arms about her, found relief in 
tears of joy, and pathetic ntteranees, such as "Oh, God 
be praised, you are our darling long-lost mother 1 " 

Jonathan Boone staggered toward them, and put- 
ting his trembling hands on the head of his child, 
reverently said, "Kow again do I see confirmed the 
Scripture words of good father Blake. " F have been 
young and now am. old, yet home I not seen the right- 
eous forsaken, nor his seed heggirig bread.'* 
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The shock of recognition was too much for the 
poor widow. When children and father stretched 
out their arms, it was a lifeleaa figure the; supported. 
To a couch they bore her with tender promptness, 
where she lay in a swoon. Kor Would she ever have 
come out of it, had it not been for the skill of the 
bride and of Alice, who from long practice, had be- 
come wise in the reviving art. Ere long she opened 
her eyes as on a new creation. In a moment, she had ' 
moved from the realm of orphanage, into a land of 
promise, wherein dwelt father and children, 

Her astonishment at meeting Jennie was the 
greatest. "Why," said she, " I came to the house of 
Farmer Gray, aud the children and servants told me 
you were dead. And these long years I have mourned 
yon as lost I would hare made more continued 
inquiries, were it not for the fact that our gypsy band 
vowed vengeance on Farmer Grey, threatening to poi- 
son his family and burn his buildings, if I did not 
stop worrying and seeking for the child that they said 
I had disowned. 

" And as for yon, my son Eobert, your father 
placed you in a charitable institution in the city of 
New York, and when we sought for you, you were 
absent, and no record could be found, although we 
sought you diligently with tears." 

Robert replied, " Reflect not unkindly on yourself, 
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dear mother, or on my father, yoa both did what waa 
best. My adopted father Mr. — wished for his aon, 
iome child whose record waa anknown, and all account 
of me was concealed. Mr. — had no agency in the 
deception, and was also in the dark. He called for an 
nnknown child, and being pleased with my appearance, 
aeeepted me." 

At this wedding were some of the most proroinent 
dtizens of the Sooth, many of whom had taken part 
in the great war of the Kebcllion. 

One — an officer — whose cheek showed the mark 
of a, sword cut, came forward and addressed the widow, 
" Brave and noble lady, fear not, yon shall never want 
for friends, while the Sonth has aid to give yon. 1 
wan commander of a Confederate company — meeting 
that of yonr husband in the battle. The shock of their 
meeting was terrible. I went down beneath his 
stroke, he had his foot npon my neck, and his bayo- 
net at my breast, when I gave him the Masonic sig- 
nal and he turned away, saying, " Brother, thou art the 
enemy of my country and appearing as such on the 
field of war, thou hast forfeited thy life ; but I give 
thee clearance for sweet mercy's sake. God knows 
sweet mercy trinmphed. Alas, your hnsband fell, 
but not at my hand nor those of my command. My 
family will welcome yon and youre by night or day f or- 
aver." 
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Od introduction Jonathan Boone recognized a 
relative in the last speaker, and said, "My friend, 
the ways of life are wonderfal. "War is one of its 
dreadful mysteries. I stand here to-night between 
the two sections of my native land — the north and 
theeonth. Kentucky is a central State and neither 
north, south, east or west; but has always beat 
like a warm loyal lieart in the bosom of the nation. 
I. rejoice in the return of good will. Shake hands, 
my beloved." 

So leading up Eobert and James as representa- 
tives of the north, Boone requested the people of the 
Boath there present to come forward and renew 
pledges of national and sectional peace, confidence 
and love — and it was done. Up came a man with an 
empty sleeve, and eaid, " I rejoice to be able still to 
offer a hand and a heart to my brothers of the nortii." 

Then came a woman forward — bent and crippled 
by time, and clad in mourning. She had tears in her 
deep-set eyes and a cane in each hand, with which she 
hobbled along. Having reached the front, she said, 
" My two * sons, who to-night should have been my 
support instead of these staves, were slain in. that 
mysterious war. But I have sought of God, and he 
has given me grace to say, " I forgive all mine ene- 
mies, and may His will be done." At once James 
and Robert stepped to the side of the southern matron, 
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and taking each an arm, Robert declared, " Good 
mother we will be to yoii instead of your eons — let 
ns steady you while joa walk whither your brave 
boys have gone — thus will the north, forgetting all 
that is unkind, love and cherish the galknt south ; 
only wishing to be loved and cherished in return." 

While this grateful scene of amity was enacting, 
coolness, turning to dissent and eventually to opposi- 
tion, was noticed in one i^ortion of the apartment; 
and that too, from whence JBoone least expected it. 

It will be remembered, that in the beginning of 
our story, we told of the hatred of the elder Boones to 
their younger brother, and also recorded the promise 
of the father; that Jonathan sliould have a donble por- 
tion among his brothers. This promise was incorpora- 
ted in the faithful old father's will, in such a way, 
that the proceeds of his share should be constantly 
on interest, and remain a claim on all the land until 
Jonathan or his representative should return and de- 
mand it. The will had been proven and put on public 
record ; and though the father and elder brothers were 
long dead, yet this claim had been constantly accumu- 
lating for the last forty years; and now amounted 
to a sura that would equal the value of all the i-eal estate 
of the family. Jonathan Boone's nephews and nieces 
wel-e living in houses and on lands that must be sold a1 
his order, to pay his legal demands. 
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Long had thej dreaded thlB day, which had now 
come upon them like an avenging angel, for the nn- 
just hatred of their fathers to an innocent yonnger 
brother, who like Benjamin and Joseph of ancient 
Canaan, was not in fault that his father lored him. 

Throngh motives of policy they had come to his 
wedding, but in fear and not in love ; for they had 
1)een falsely told that Jonathan Boone was a cruel boy, 
who had become a haughty lord in England, and 
would some day come down with a legion of sheriffs, 
and drive them all to the four winds of heaven. So 
when Jonathan Boone begged the Bouthem giiGsts at 
bis wedding, to forgive and forget, his eldest nephew 
confronted him as follows ; 

" Sir, it 18 easy to forgive and forget the wrong 
done to another, but the Bteei stings sharply that 
enters into onr own flesh. You have been abroad for 
nearly half a century, while our families have tilled 
the fields, paid the taxes, and fought the battles ; and 
now you come to speak soft words to-night, and to- 
morrow you may utter hard acts, by seeking to drive 
us and our wives and little ones, penniless, out upon 
the world. But rest assured, these fields that we have 
tilled, will only be lost with the rifles with which we 
defended them. Such ransom as we can pay, we wiU 
pay peaceably, but seek to drive us away and we will 
perish fighting on the fields where we were reared." 
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Awe and apprehensioQ rested on all the circle. 
Jonathan Boone rose up to bis full height and majes- 
ty and calmly expressed, "Thank God, my fatlter 
never tanght me fear, I can still handle a rifle as good 
as the best, and have just and legal rights sufficient to 
put in motion for their defence all the State authority 
of Kentucky ; but I have not yet spoken the word, 
and have counseled merely with my conscience. I 
have now a wife and daughter, to whose kind wisdom 
1 will pay a proper deference. Catherine and Mary, I 
would see you aeide." 

To the private apartment went the throe and can- 
vassed all the ease. Jonathan Boone spoke of the 
vast estate in England, of which he was sole proprie- 
tor, Catherine the bride made known her own inde- 
pendent property in lands and bonds. Mary, the 
daughter and widow, acknowledged, " I have always 
bad but little, yet patience has made it sufficient. I 
ask no more, le^t its weight break the charm of all 
my life. I have found my father and children, and 
with them alone I am content." 

When they rejoined the public company, Jona- 
than Boone requested bis relatives to stand before 
him. 

With the hot Boone blood in all their faces, men, 
women, and children obeyed. To them he thus 
expressed himself: " My kindi'ed, God has given me au 
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ample eBtate and a wife, and restored a daughter, whose 
love makes me richer than gold conld do. As a thank- 
offering to G-od, and in the interests of peace and 
friendship, and of ray own will, with the consent of 
my family, I hereby and now renounce all claim 
_ upon yonr land ; reserving only the right for myself 
and my descendants to visit the home of my youth 
and the graves of my parents, and demanding of you 
to be cliaritable to the needy, and counseling you to 
be duly grateful to heaven." 

The feeling produced by this unexpected an- 
nouncement was intense and grateful. No Indian 
king ever received more ardent veneration. The 
women first found their tongnoe, saying, " Dear 
uncle, we thank thee. Thy conduct is more glori- 
ous than the sun, for that but shines by day, but this 
thy magnanimity, will be ever lustrous to the end of 
time.'* 

Then came up the nephew, after conference and 
in tears and flushes, saying, "Noble uncle, we con- 
fess our hasty passion. Tliy goodness has smothered 
all resentment and changed it to gratitude. "We have 
lately cheered the homestead with new fences and 
buildings, but save in its freshened color the house is 
as yon left it. This farm holds the sacred dust of onr 
father and yours, we beg you to hold it as your own. 

Boone inquired, " Have I a namesake among you V 
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** Yes," replied a mothec, " Ton have one. Tour 
brother Jacob's memory smote him and we called our 
yonngest child for you," 

The lad was brought forward. Boone took his 
little nephew by the hand and said to his kindred, 
" Do for this my namesake, what you would do for 
me." And it was promised. Then came agaia 
Boon to the front and said, " I counsel you to turn 
all the rills of time into the channel of immortal wiB> 
dora. Let the valor of heroes be softened by divine 
grace, so shall our beloved people cherish the memory 
of the late Centennial and rallying around the com- 
mon flag, forever defend the integrity of the Union 
and the just and equal rights of the States. Long aa 
the clouds remain the gift of heaven and the rivers of 
the clouds, so long may the Mississippi bear congrat- 
ulations from a free, united and loving people to the 
Gulf, and thence to all the world, but friends say 
daily " I thank God for this farm," 

The wedding party then sang, " My country 'tis of 
thee, sweet land of liberty." Afterwards to the strains 
of " Old Hundred," they sang the worthy words 
*' Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, praise Him, 
all creatures here below." The officiating clergyman 
offered prayer, and the Supreme sent down His heav- 
enly benediction of love and devotion, while in the 
light thereof night and the assembly both dissolved. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

AFTER the wedding company had departed, the 
bride and groom and gueete that remained re- 
tired to rest and slept bo Boundlj that the forenoon 
was quite advanced ere breakfast was served in the 
Sinclair manaiou. Never was a meal eaten by a hap- 
pier company. 

At the head of the table sat the mature, but 
charming bride, while the stately and smiling groom 
was across the board. Robert and Jennie could 
scarcely keep tbeir eyes off their mother, the widow 
Eouvier. It was ascertained that the couple had 
assumed this name on leaving the gypsy camp, and 
the captain's widow still retained it. 

We cannot delay to relate the delightful inter- 
course that the bridal party held with neighbors and 
friends. 

All branches of the Boone family vied with each 
other in the most delicate kindness, exuberant hospi- 
tality and nnfeigned gratitude. The clouds of the 
past were dissolved in the sunlight of the present. 
Boone revisited the spot where as a boy, his good eye 
and hand won bim the silver-mounted rifle, still kept 
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as a memento of by-gone years. He also took carriage, 
with his family, to the way-side inn that had eheltered 
him for the night. The former landlord and wife 
were long sleeping beneath the turfy coverlet, hot a 
son kept the rejuvenated hostelry. The landlord said, 
"My terms are those of my father. You must cut' 
wood to pay for yonr entertainment." The hnmor 
was so appropriate' that the man of sixty-five re- 
prodnced the picture of fifteen. Prose would be in- 
competent ; and as the Rainbow Club kept a poet : 

BtroDg was the man, and sliarp the steel he bore 
On to the scene of Sylvan War. 
His wife and child attend him to the wood, 
-Grandchildren breathless near the hero stood. 
Swift flj the chips, and cover all the ground, 
While through the forest his fierce strokes resound. 
The leafy monarchs tremble at the call. 
Make sad obeisance and then thnndering fall. 
The riven oaka and maples piled he high 
Beneath the landlord's clieeriog eye, 
Kor did he fail to ornament the lawn 
With heaps of splinters from the hick'riea toral 
Which having done, his axe aside he threw, 
And to his host and hostess bade adieu. 
Load as the strokes that lately split the akies, 
Are heard the landlord's plenteous cries, 
" Thou hero ; toil must hunger know. 
Be wise, and break thy fast before you go." 
Be gently yielded and upon the board 
A loEcioas tide of plenty poured. 
Java's brown nectar wMting cups do fill. 
And fragrant drinks that China's leaves disti]. 
With hosts of tubers baied and boiled. 
With mutton chopa and pullets broiled. 
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Wbile wheaten blncnita. Hmokin); hot and brown. 
And roaBled cheetimtB all tbe vianilB crown. 
The Lero bowed his head and gratutnl prajed, 
" For gract) to end life's journey andiaiuajed. 
And meeXlj' bow to dentmy," and then 
The rev'rent group all breathed " amen." 
For landlord's bounty they give regal pay 
In gold and silver generona as the day. 
The Bteede were haraeBaed, waiting at the door. 
Boon 'long the amoking road the axles tare. 

It 18 well known that many of the most powerful 
agenciee of Nature are silent and invisible. 

We cannot eee the power that lifts the tides, or 
hear the sunlight that awakes the spring from winter's 
sleep. And thas it ever was, and is, and will be, with 
kindness. It hath an iaflnence, silent, and oft unseen, 
but irresistible. Since the days of Mbo^, and before, 
the warm snn has won th« wager from the cold north 
wind. The kindness of Jonathan Boone to his kin- 
dred melted the ice in their hearts, and they were 
loving, ere they knew it. With the architect, Hatred, 
fell the fabric, Cruelty, and on its ruins rose a beantifnl 
temple of the heart, whose priestess was Love, and whose 
ceremonies werea constantdelight. In the old home- 
stead, the members of the Boone family Joined in a 
grand dinner, at which all prudent forms of luxury were 
enjoyed. The hills re-echoed with songs of praise, 
children frolicked, young men and maidens skipped 
upon the green, and older men and wives cried for joy. 
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It wae resolved, that evermore upon this momorial 
day, an annual jubilee Bhould be held by all the kin- 
dred, in the dear old spot. 

Ere the company departed, they formed a procea- 
Eion to the graveyard on the Maple Hill, and knelt in 
prayer around the earthern couch of eire and mother. 
On riBing from their knees, all bade each other good- 
bye, and then departed to their homes, loving one 
another, blessing Jonathan Boone, and thanking the 
Supreme. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

OF alt the States of the American Union, none have 
been more distinguished for gallantry than the 
State of Kentucky. Nor has any other State more 
richly rewarded or more proudly remembered ttie 
virtues and valor of its eons and danghters. 

" Bravo, bravo ! " " Well done, Boone I '' " Cheers 
for the brave Kentuckian t " " Honor to the noble 
American ! " were the criee which resounded through 
the Commonwealth, and were re-echoed from the lips 
of all people. 

From all quarters, Boone and family received warm 
congratulations and precious gifts. By resolution of 
the State Legislature (then in Bession), the G-overnor 
invited our hero to visit the capitol. 

The invitation was accepted, and a magnificent 
ovation was accorded to him, by that highest of all 
American powers, the American people. 

In giving the right hand of welcome to the dis- 
tinguished guest, His Excellency said, " It has fallen 
to my happy .lot to welcome Jonathan Boone to the 
capitol of his native State. Deeply do I regret that 
my powers are not adequate to this occasion. Were I 
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able to make the eaiotionB that throb in my heart to 
speak upon my tongue, I wonld utter v.-ards to-day 
that humanity never would forget. There etands in 
our presence here a man who, from his very childhood 
up to the present hour, has moved as a prince among 
men. 

" A lover of peace, he left his early home to follow 
her guidance ; a dutiful son, he came back to close his 
father's shaded eyes; a hero on the sea, he was 
rewarded with a fortune in Britain. A true-born 
American, he came to witness our Centennial glory, 
and Heaven restored to him a long-lost daughter, and 
enriched him with the possession of the fairest star of 
his boyhood's vision. 

"Nor is this all.. In order to do what lay in his 
power to make long-lasting friendship between the 
^orth and South, he gave up freely to his kindred all 
the estate received from his loving and noble parents, 
reserving only the right to visit their graves, and de- 
manding only that the recipients of his generosity 
^ould be kind to the poor, and grateful to Qoi. 

"Was there ever a grander self-sacrifice, or one that 
has more evidently been accepted by a benignant 
Providence ? Jonathan Boone, we welcome you and 
jonrs to-day, and beg of you long to tarry. 

" But, honored sir, I will not keep you from the 
people. Long have you had their hearts, but these 
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strong men deeire still to give joo their hands, these 
Kentucky women their smiles, these maidens their 
garlands and kisses, and all of ne to give thanks and 
bles^ngs." Then taking Jonathan bj the arm, he led 
him to the official chair, and there was pot in his 
hands a magnificent scroll executed b; a skilful artist, 
containing a sketch of Daniel Boone, the original 
Kentucky settler, and also of Jonathan Boone signing 
sway his patrimony for tte sake of peace. The 
sketch was entited, " Two Noble Boonoe." 

Then thirty-eight beautiful maidens, each repre- 
senting a State, whose name was on a golden band 
upon her forehead, brought forward a wreath of laurels 
and flowers, and the fairest of all timidly handed him 
a letter. When they rested, some garlands were 
aroand hie brow, some on his shoulders, some in hia 
hands, and others lay at his feet. 

And then some half dozen smaller girls, represent- 
ing the Territories, came forward with their gifts. 
And then the people ; and there was shaking of hands 
and cheerful blessing. Nor was Catherine, his queenly 
wife, nor Mary, his brave and patient daughter, 
neglected. They received abundant gifts and testi- 
monials of regard. In deference to the national char- 
acteristic, Boone was called upon for a speech, which, 
was promptly and briefly given, as follows : 

" Brothers, sisters and children of Kentucky, the 
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weight of thiB day oppreBses, and its graDdeur dazzles 
me. What am I that you should do these things ? 
As a boy I loved my parents, as a man I love hn- 
manity ; and why should I be praised for seeking my 
happiness "i I bless God for what I have beea able to 
do, and for what I have neglected I ask both His and 
your forgiveness." Again loud cheersmade the capitol 
to tremble ; the throng departed ; Boone and his dar- 
lings followed friends to d^ghtful homes. 
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. CHAPTER XXXIL 

"TTTTl will go back in time. 

' " It was stormy in old Kentucky. In places 

of baBinesB and of pleasure, and even in the temples 
on the Sabbatk day, men chafed, debated, quarrelled, 
fought, some favoring a new confederacy and some 
the Grand Old Union, ■ 

State after State cut loose from Federal moorings, 
and rashly launched its fated bark upon a treacherous 
sea. Two men were noted leaders, each of ft diverse 
faction. William Boone spoke boldly for the Union ; 
Austin cursed it through his teeth, 

Kentucky, the central State, moved not, but in 
answer to a good world's wish, stayed in the UnioD, 
and the Union lived. 

At length, war being buried, peace bloomed again, 
and all the ships of State moved grandly on a gentle 
sea, Austin has a daughter, beautiful as spring. In 
her dark eyes her soul shines out as brightly as the 
stars. Born in the lap of wealth, reared in luxury, and 
educated with the greatest care, she had withal a 
temper warm as the sun that glowed above the wide- 
spread farms of her father. But, alas, misfortune 
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claimed Mm. Tempest and mildew strnok his fielda, 
mnrrain his cattle, and flame his stacks and dwellings. 

Slowly but steadily rose up over him a mountain 
of debt. Mortgages heavy as lead were oq his land. 
These claims were held by a pnrse-proud man, named 
Colonel Richard Morris, Gold was the object of his 
heart's devotion, and haviug achieved a fortune, found 
himself in middle lite satiated with prOBperity, but 
unhappy, having no one to love. Like a man of trade, 
be thought everything under the sun for sate, if the 
price be paid, aud so at length, having determined to 
marry, he wisely concluded to take the handsomest, 
wittiest, and most high-toned lady in that part of the 
land. 

He never for a moment thought of any serioos 
objections or difficulties iu opposition to his plans, for 
he had money, which he believed would answer all 
tbin^. And so it was he selected Miss Josephine 
Austin as Iiis future wife. On a certain day Mr, 
Austin was sadly in arrears in payment df annual 
interest, and was duly apologizing ther^or, when 
Colonel Morris made bold to say, " Friend^ustin, yon 
owe me a world of money, which you cannot pay, but 
at the same time yon have a daughter, vosephine. 
Now, I will be just as mild as you wish aa to payment 
of this money if you will favor my marriage with your 
daughter," 
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Hr. Austin was staggered by thie annoimcenient, 
bat made answer, " Well, Colonel, do the beet jon can, 
and I will help you. Bat remember, you are forty, 
and she but twenty." 

" Oh," said the Colonel, " I'll arrange that, for I'll 
make np the diflerence in oar ages by presents of 
Bilks, satins and jeweb." 

Mr. Austin continued, " But that's not the worst 
of it. My daughter is dead in love with the sou of my 
enemy, Boone. 

" In old secesBion times he insalted me, and I won't 
forgive him, and although personally the young man 
ifi fair enough, yet on account of the father I hate 
every hair of the young man's head, and would sooner 
bdry my daughter than see her marry him." 

And now the scene changes to the Austin home- 
The time is past mid-day. 

The Colonel calls, inquires for father, mother, 
daughter. The fonr are In the room. 

Colonel Morris commences on the marriage buei- 
ness ; and promises to make a kind and affectionate hns- 
baad, and asks the parents' consent to his proposed 
courtship of the lady in question. 

The father at once expressed himself highly hon- 
ored by the proposal, and gave his prompt and cordial 
assent. The mother remained silent. 

The gallant Colonel directed his attentions to the 
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'young lady herself in form aa follows: "Well, Miss 
Josephine, we would be pleased to hear from you on 
this subject." 

The yonng lady, with eyes flashiog like living coals, 
said, " On what subject, sii- ? " 

Col. — Ou the snbjeet of my marriage with yon. 

With a most contemptuous look, in which were 
blended all those magnif cent qualities which have im- 
mortalized Southern chiralry, Miss Austin replied, 
" That being a subject which baa never entered- my 
mind, I must have time properly to consider it before 
giving ah answer." 

Col- — Certainly. How long a period do yon re- 
quire? 

Joa^hme. — I cannot tell to a minnte ; but at least 
one hundred years. 

Col. — Ah, you please to be sarcastic ; but long be- 
fore then you will die unmarried. 

Josephine. — Very good. That is my choice of the 
two destinies. 

The Colonel then addressed the father: "It is for 
yon all to decide. Sir, you owe me $20,000. This 
money I will assign to your daughter the hour she be- 
comes my wife. But if she scorn my offer when one 
week is gone, the law shall cure my sorrow with my 
gold. TiU then I leave." 
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Aad now the week is up. The Colouel calh to 
plead hie eiiit aod learn hiE fate. 

Promises, entreaties, threats are all iu vain. 

The. maiden tosses gold and diamonds, boueee and' 
lands, back in the face of the wealthy suppliant, saying, 
" Ho, sir, never. Do you take me for a slave, that I 
could be bought and sold, or do you take me for a 
child that can be dazzled by a painted, trifle ? I am 
neither. Collect your money of my father, which yoa 
forced upon him. If you choose, sell out your good 
name and our inheritance. Turn my, parents out 
upon the street, and I will toil and weep for them. 
But remember that I ant something on which you can 
not levy, and marriage with you I forbid and detest." 

Neither parent uttered a word. 

The Colonel arose in anger, and went out. 

As he entered the carriage he took the lines, and 
the driver got out and entered the house, where he 
was at ouce changed into an officer of the law, and pre- 
sented several Supreme Court writs for the imme-' 
diate collection on bonds and mortgages of $20,000. 
After the departure of the officer, darkness and sorrow 
settled down upon the Austin family. The father was 
sullen. 

To the daughter's request that he would no longer 
oppose her marriage to William Boone, Jr., Mr. Austin 
hurled out a curse on all the family, and said that the 
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Boonee made a show of property, but were' in reality 
as poor 38 himself, being at the mercy of an uncle in 
England who owned the entire estate. 

Then the daughter arose, and came near to her 
father, whom she tenderly lored, and said, " Father, I 
have just received a letter from William, in which he 
telle me that his father's nncle, Jonathan Boone, of 
England, is at their house ; that he is as rich as a prince, 
and has made a free gift to them of all his claim upon 
their laud. And William says, that if yon will con- 
sent to our marriage, his &ther will place us on a 
farm in the spring." 

For a moment various passions strove for naastery 
in the father's mind. 

On the one hand affection for his only child, and 
& Datural desire to see her well-settled for life ; on the 
other band hatred for the son of hia long- detested 
enemy, 

Quickly the case was decided, for pride wheeled 
over to the dde of hate, and the latter won the 
day. 

" No, my daughter, I will not give my consent ; I 
will abide my fate, whatever it be." 

A month sweeps by. Josephine has been selected 
to personate the State of Kentucky in the welcome 
given to Jonathan Boone at the capitol, and, as we 
have Been, placed in his hands a letter while ehe hung 
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on his brow a garland of flowers. The letter was as 

follows : 

" Honored Sir : 

" Pardon the boldness of a helpless one. Tonr 
nephew's son, William Boone, Jr., is mj accepted lover. 
But I cannot wed him under my father's opposition. 
A rich gentleman threatens to sell our home nntc^ I 
marry him. This I will not do. I beg of yon soften 
my father's heart, and save myself and lover from 
despair. Yonrs in trust, 

" JOSEFHINE AuSTm." 
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CHAPTER XXXm. 

"T TARK 1 "What means the woDdrons activity iu 
-' — *- so manjr dwellings, as the oceupants enter car- 
riages and hasten away ? 

What means the unusnal smoke issning from the 
chimneys of the Austin mansion, the gUtter of lights 
in the windows, the incoming of guests, and the vast 
preparatigns of a feast 2 

These questions are answered by saying, "Mr. 
Austin has invited guests to the uiairiage of hia 
daughter Josephine to Colonel Richard Morris." 

The hour for the ceremony is just at hand. The 
groom expectant says to his best man : 

" After all, I fear that proud girl will disappoint 
us. But it was her father's plan. He issued the cards 
of invitation, and hopes to drive his daughter into 
obedience when the moment comes." 

And now the moment has come. The guests are 
all assembled. There is a movement in the crowd, a 
rustle on the stairs, and, borne on clouds of lace, in 
comes Josephine Austin, leaning on the arm of Colonel 
Morris. They are accompanied by noble groomsmen, 
and with bridesmaids radiant with beauty and redolent 
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of precious perfnme. They stand npou the floor, in 
front of the pareou. The parsoa speaks : " We have 
gathered here to witness the marriage of these parties. 
If there be no one rightfully objecting, we shall pro- 
ceed. The parties will please join hands." 

The Colonel extended his hand, bat the hand of 
the lady dropped to her side. " I forbid the banne I " 
cried a voice in the room, and at onee a dark-whiskered 
man stepped to the front. 

" For what reason ? " said the minister. 

The answer was given : " A previona engage- 
ment." 

Just then the lond sound of a dozen Kentncky 

rifles were heard on the highway in front of the house, 

' and then followed the notes of martial mudc, as a troop 

of cavalry (preceded by a band) came prancing up to 

the gate. 

They were also accompanied by several ladies on 
horseback, while the rich silver mountings of their 
steeds glittered in the full, clear moonlight. 

Mr. Austin at onee proceeded to his door, and in- 
quired, " Who, and by what right, comes at this honr, 
and in this way, to invade my house and disturb my 
guests ? " 

The leader of the troop drew in his horse, and 
answered, " We are your friends ; we corao on a 
peaceful errand, having been sent out by the Mayor 
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of the city, to escort Jonathan Boone to the wedding 
of your daughter." 

Said Austin fiercely, " By what right comes a 
Boone to the house of an Austin i " 

" By the written invitatioa of your daughter," said 
Jonathan, showing a package. 

Austin, no doubt secretly pleased with having so 
distinguished a guest, and also flushed with that hos- 
pitality which has always been a charm of Southern 
society, directed them all to dismount, profiering 
them such entertainment as the occasion afforded. 
At the word, a dozen colored boys sprang from under 
the trees, and each one held two horses, thus enabling 
the riders to dismount and enter the house. The ladies 
of the party quickly divested themeelvea of outer 
travelling dress, and followed their escorts into the 
parlor. 

The parties were still on the floor, and the mar- 
riage ceremony unpertbrmed. When quiet was re- 
stored the clergyman addressed Mr. Austin as follows : 

" Sir, we cannot proceed with this ceremony, in 
consequence of a person here present claiming a pre- 
vious engagement." 

Austin, looking sharply at the Oolouel, said, "Are 
you pledged to another ?" 

Col. — Ko, my hand is free. Some upstart troops a 
claim upon your daughter. 
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AiMiin. — That 8ball not be; let the marriage knot 
be tied. 

Minister. — As jet I dare not. What hath the 
maid to Buyi 

Josephine. — Nothing save this : I ask this gentle- 
man if ever I promised to be his wife ? 

Col. — Ko, but your father promised, in your name, 
for you. 

Josephine. — Then am I free, and I'll be seated. 
(She takes a chair.) 

Col. — But I shall stand until my claim is paid. 

Josephine now stepped up to iTonathan Boone, and 
gracefully kneeling at his feet, spoke softly, '" Sir, I 
beseech you, plead my cause." Whereupon he bid the 
lady rise, and leading to her father, took his hand also 
and whispered in his ear, " How much do yon owe this 
man!" 
a Austin replied, " Twenty thousand dollars." 

Jonathan Boone, in that joyfulness which noble 
minds feel in the willing consciousness of power for 
good, aunouQced, " X will advance this money, and have 
these claims assigued to your daughter, if you consent 
that she may wed her choice, my relative." 

Mr, Austin could scarcely breathe from pure as- 
tonishment. When he recovered, his daughter threw 
her arms around his neck and whispered, " Dear 
father, this is Heaven's gift, and don't despise it." 
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And he did not despise it. And so it was, that 
when the proposition came to the knowledge of Colonel 
Morris, be acknowledged its nobility, and to prove his 
appreciation of it, agreed to throw off all unpaid inter- 
est, and to be at the cost of all the legal papers that 
bad been issued. 

Wherenpon Jonathan Boone sat down to a table, 
and taking from a side pocket materials for writing, 
drew bis check on the Bank of England for five thou- 
sand ponnds sterling. 

An o£Scions acquaintance of the Colonel said, " Ko 
donbt this draft will be honored and accepted in Eng- 
land," 

Wherenpon the President of the Kentucky State 
Bank, who was in the company, promptly declared : 
" Bring this paper to ua to-morrow at two o'clock, and 
we will give yon the money for it over our counter, as 
we are informed this gentleman has over half a mil- 
hon to his credit in the Public Funds, and as mneh 
more on deposit, in addition to his vast lauded estate. 
"We will cash it." 

On examining the financial document, it was seen 
to be drawn payable to the order of " Mrs. Josephine 
Austin Boone." 

" Why," said the Colonel, " there is no such person 
to my knowledge," 

' Exactly so," said the father, " but there shall be 
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before morning. My daughter, I am conqaered by 
Mndness; Bend quickly for William. The gueeta shall 
not be disappointed." 

With mnch blushing modeEty the daughter etepped 
to a comer of the apartment, and led ont a emooth- 
faeed, niddy, black-haired yonng man, whose clieekB 
an hour before were masked in Norwegian whiskers. 
Desiring to "pay some tribute to the disappointed Col- 
onel, Jonathan Boone kindly addressed him : " Sir, yon 
deserve great credit for so nobly resigning any claims, 
either i-eal or imaginary, that you held upon tliis young 
lady. Never despair. Bemember there are always as 
good tieh in the sea as ever were caught, and no doubt, 
by a little search, yon will find some other worthy 
lady to grace your home, divide your cares, multiply 
your joys, and double your expenses." 

" Indeed, I hope so," said the Colonel, " but many 
a good thing is lost for lack of asking." 

By this time Josephine and her affianced were on 
the fioor, waiting to be wedded, when a call of acclania- 
tiori was made for Colonel Morris. 

The people said, " Since he cannot be groom, he 
mnstbe the next best man. Ho must be groomsman." 

This the gallant gentleman positively declined. "I 
was billed for a star performer, and will nut appear io 
any secondary part." But at last he consented, on 
condition that he should have his choice of all the 
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single ladiea in the eompsn j for the bridestaaid. This 
being accorded, the shrewd taotioiaa stepped olf and 
selected the handaome Widow Bouvier, daughter of 
Jonathan Boone. 

She at first blushed, and sought to evade the flat- 
tering proposal, but at length, by a little shrewd eu> 
treaty, being a woman, she acquiesced. 

And 60 Josephine Austin was married to William 
Boone, Jr., son of Willy Boone, whose life was saved, 
under Providence, by the skill of the uncle, as we have 
seen. 

There followed a royal supper, to which the many 
guests did ample justice, while merry games and sing- 
ing and delightful conversation filled the hours till 
midnight. 

Mr. and Hrs. Austin would not allow Jonathan 
Boone and wife and daughter to depart. They there- 
fore remained and rested well till morning. 

Colonel Morris directed the band and cavalry 
troops to proceed to his spacious dwelling and build- 
ings, not quite a mile away, where they were soon 
asleep, each man in a separate bed, and each horse 
in a separate stall. 

The next morning the Colonel came in person to 
invite every one at the Austin House to diue that day 
at the Colonel's mansion. The invitation was accepted, 
and a royal feast it was. 
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Jonathan Boone and the Colonel had a long and 

familiar conversation. The Colonel acknowledged 
that Frovidence bad given bim an ample fortune, but 
that he had no one to help him enjoy it. He added, 
" I feel as though I was beginning a new life, and, in- 
spired by your noble example, I will not allow my 
means to be idle, but will use my income in doing 
good, as opportunity may offer." 

Boone tapped bim ou the shoulder, and thus gave 
his opinion, founded on these words of God and man : 
" A good wife is from the Lord ; and charity is doubly 



After dinner the parties proceeded to the Bank of 
Kentucky, to transact the financial bufiiness, as pre- 
viously agreed on. Boone produced his check of 
£5,000 sterling. The bride endorsed it, and about 
125,000 were handed out. As per agreement, $20,000 
were given to the Colonel, and bonds and mortgages 
were assigned to the bride. Boone retained the odd 
thousands for personal expenses. 

The compiiny was about leaving the bank, when the 
Colonel said, " Please wait a moment. Having no use 
for this money, I wish to leave it on deposit in this 
. bank," 

" Very good," said the courteous officer ; " we will 
give you a certificate of deposit, and you can draw ou 
it as you desire." 
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Said the Colonel, " Fill out the certiMcate with 
the name of my wife." 

All tlw company burst out laughing, and eaid, 
" Why, you have no wife ; yon were not married last 
night — you were only groomsman." 

" That's true," said he ; "I have no wife now, but 
I hope some day to have a good ona Fill out the 
certificate with the name of the Widow Bonvier ; write 
it in full — Mm. Mary Boone Bouvier Morris." This 
was a stunner. 

The bride and groom laughed heartily, the widow 
was amazed, and even Jonathan Boone, for once, seemed 
not to be master of'the situation. He expostulated 
with the Colonel, who rejoined, "I have willingly 
given in to all your noble plans, and I expect as fair 
treatment in return. Your daughter will still be your 
daughter, if she become my wife. I do not design at 
once to press my suit, but will give you and her time 
to- discover if I am worthy of confidence. I do not 
demand any promise from this lady. I only ask it aa 
a favor, that she be the custodian of this money for 
one year. Then, if she desire, I will take it again, but 
if she then favor my suit, the money shall be hers, and 
four times as much more." 

Boone's wife urged that to say " No " would spoil 
a most excellent joke. Boone said, " Let the good 
work go on," and the Widow Bouvier, being a woman, 
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Baid, " Yes," and took it. By means of the Austin 
and Boone nuptials, harmony and good feeling were 
restored to all the families ctwcemed, and life made 
brighter over a large section. 

Jonathan Boone and family remained among their 
kindred, reciprocating the warmest kindDess and af- 
fection. 

We cannot omit to mention the great good change 
wrought on Colonel Morris. As if by magic, his large 
estate was inspired with new life ; the cloud of selfish- 
ness lifted from the landscape, and the blessed snnhght 
of charity prevailed. 

The dwellings of his tenants were beautified, the 
farm-buildings repaired and painted, the times of pay- 
ment made more accommodating, and a general redac- 
tion of rent allowed. The Colonel's face beamed with 
the good he thought, and, to use his own words, " X 
feel a boy again." 

Although attentions to the Widow Bouvier were 
not altogether omitted, yet he had sufficient good 
sense not to make them obtrusive. H.e bided his time 
with wise patience, as we will see. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

\ \ / E will here record an incident in oar hero's 
' ' career, which shows not only the fervency of 
his philanthropy, but also the native humor of his 
mind. When it became noised abroad that Jonathan 
Eoone had been so liberal to the dangbter of Mr. Aus- 
tin, ,and had given so large a price to porchase her 
father's consent to her marriage, a laboring man of that 
eectioD came to the sagacious conclusion that the good 
will and pecuniary help of Jonathan Boone might go 
far toward advancing the marriage of his only daughter 
also. So he made bold to approach Boone upon the 
subject. During a private interview, he pleaded his case 
with much eunestness, and closed by saying, " It's the 
old story, the rich help the rich, and the poor go 
stumbling along. Rich men's daughters marry whom 
they choose, but because 1 am poor my girl grows up, 
and that's all." 

Boone evaded s direct answer, but requested the 
father to call the next day. During the interval he 
made inquiries, and found tbat the father was an honest 
fellow, but belonged to that unfortunate class who can 
never get their right foot foremost. 
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He was famous for good appetite, fondness for a 
good joke, willing to work in any garden but hia own, 
and neither highly educated nor naturally deep. He 
was the good-natured butt of many practical jokes. 
His wife was the man of the Louse, and woi'e a short 
■working dress and a long working tongue. The 
daughter was a pleasant, bright-looking girl, rather in- 
dined to be modeled after an ancient Dutch man-of- 
war. When the father returned the next day, lo and 
behold! he brought his wife and daughter with him. 

The scene was fit for a painter. The mother expa- 
tiated largely on the merits of her darling, who stood 
blushing by ; while the father, with bands in his pockets, 
felt his cheeks to glow with honest paternal and mar- 
ital pride. Boone inquired of the father what sum 
he thought would be sufficient to secure for the girl a 
suitable match. John, whose ideas of money were 
quite confused, put on a meditative look, and, " eonsid- 
ei'ing the girl, I think a hundred dollars would be 
none too much," The wife expostulated, " Why, yon 
good-for-nothing, lazy, ignorant, worthless, soft-headed 
dunce, a hundred dollars ! Didn't I tell you to make 
it a thousand at first, and then let yourself down grad- 
u had to 2" 

ventured to affirm that he had known of 
ting married and doing well on less than a 
iollars. " Oh, yes," said she, " so have I. 
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John and 1 didn't have half that sum when we started, 
and see how we have got on. Bat I made him a most 
excellent wife, and saved all we made, and more too ; 
but how foolish to say a hundred when he might 
just ae well have said more." 

Just then up spoke the daughter for the first time, 
with " But it is not for us to say how much. The 
kind gentleman will suit himself ; and thankful should 
I be for a new dress and bonnet ; and I don't wish to 
be married for money," So the old lady fell to fifty- 
dollars, and eventually to twenty-five, declaring the 
last to be her lowest figure ; she wouldn't throw off a 
cent. So Boone counted out this latter sum in the 
father's hands, on the promise that it should be kept 
sacred for Phebe, and they with many thanks departed. 

On pretence of giving her a book, Boone called 
back the modest damsel, whereupon he slyly put the 
remaining seventy-five dollars in her hand, and thence 
into a silver knit purse, with which the merry lass 
tripped off happy as a bird in spring. Of coui-se the 
etory grew by repetition, and it was soon reported and 
believed that the girl was quite a fortune. In less 
than a year she was married to one of her class, who 
Beeured for himself and family a comfortable living, 
because he was full of days' works, and said, " I didn't 
marry for money ; it was Phels I wanted." 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

"VTOT long Bubeeqnent to the period of ■which we 
-^^ Iisve epokec, that whole portion of the State ta-as 
greatly excited over a murder lately committed. The 
victim was a most excellent citizen, of past middle life ; 
the scene of the violence was a quiet grove near to the 
dwelling of a family named Brooks ; the time was 
evening; the supposed objects, money and revenge. 
Circumstances leading to their suspicion, the Brooka 
family were placed under arrest, and while the othere 
were released, the father, Charles Brooks, was held and 
then indicted, and at length brought to trial. Eminent 
counsel managed both the prosecution and defence ; 
honest men were on the jury, and honest Judges on the 
bench. 

Many witnesses were sworn, and finally Charles 
Brooks was found guilty of murder, and sentenced to 
be Lung. The counsel for the accused moved for a 
new trial, in conseqneace of some irregularities in the 
proceedings; but the motion was denied. Appeal was 
then made to the Governor for pardon j this was refused. 

We visit the wretched. We open the prison door, 
and drawing near to the cell of the condemned, we 
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behold a tbin, ead man, shivering, not from the cold, 
bnt from terror. At our coming, he riFOB from hia 
couch on the iron bedstead over which the spiders 
have woven a canopy. Through the small grated 
window comes the twilight stra^Hng in. By per- 
mission of the jailer, we enter the damp and gloomy 
place, and take the prisoner's hand in ours. His eyes 
are wild, his face pale, his brain is fire, his hands and 
feet iee, his heart is lead, and his only hope is death. 
As gently as possible we give him a morning saluta- 
tion, and to our qnestion he answers, " I am deeolate. 
Hope and pride are gone, with nothing left but love. 
I am ready. But has it come bo soon! To-day? 
Why, I thought I had until to-morrow to live 1 But 
what matter ! Can I not see my wife and children 
once more to bid them good-bye, and to tell them, on 
the word of a dying man, that I am innocent of that 
man's blood ) " Touched with interest at his mistake, 
w^e assure him that we are not the execntioner, but 
friends who would spend a little time in giving him 
counsel and comfort. We teil him that the Governor 
has given him an additional month. At this his face 
was lit up by a fiaeh, as he said : 

" "What, a whole month ? " 

And then the cloud came again as he a< 
" What, only a month ! " and he fell down in a p; 
Bwoon. 
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But the jailer said, " Oh, that's nothing ; he will be 
over it in a minute." 

Soon the prisoner rallied, and grew quite rational. 

To his inquiry, we tell him we are a, newspaper 
man, and will make public any confeBsion or statement 
he may desire. His manner at once grows radiant 
with new life, and he says, " Ob, send out from the 
granite walla and iron doors of this dungeon my pierc- 
ing cry for justice. It canuot be that they will de- 
stroy me. I am innocent. 

" I neither knew of nor contributed in any way to 
the death of Henry Adams. I know I am innocent ; 
but, alas! I cannot prove it. Oh, that6omewi8e,skilfiil, 
righteous, bold, kind man, would come forward, and 
search and sift the perjured testimony. Let one link 
be broken, and all the false and damnable chain of 
circumstances would be destroyed, and I would go oat 
into the world again, into the blessed light of the sun, 
and to the home and family I love, a free and justified 
man." 

Promising to accede to this desire, we tell him not 
to despair, and that his statement will bo published. 

We bid him good-bye. He kisses our hand, and 
says, " Don't forget nie." We depart. The heavy door 
harshly grates on its hinges, closing out freedom and 
the day from the manacled victim. 

And now we summon all our mental powers. We 
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expsnd the terrible cry of the condemned for a new 
trial. We resoand his claim of innocence. 

We implore all in authority, all good, brave men, 
and gentle women, all judges, lawyers, thinkers, to 
rally to his help, that he may not be executed until all 
veatige of his possible innocence has vanished. 

The appeal is published and copied into hosts of 
journals. Ere the month is up the eyes of a kind- 
hearted woman fait upon the pitiful appeal. Her 
angel soul responds. 

Turning to her hueband, she begs him to interest 
himself in the poor prisoner; and to leave no stone 
unturned to discover his innocence, if haply it exist. 

The husha/nd hears and <^ya. 

Now into the low, dark cell enters a stately man. 
Hie abandant hair, just the least frosty by the Novem- 
ber of life, shades his keen eyes and spacious brow. 
"With deep compassion he looks upon the languid form 
at his feet ; and bidding the hopeless one arouse him- 
Eelf, helps him to arise. 

Quietly and skilfully he wins his way to the poor 
man's coitiidence, listens to bis story, hears his paa- 
dionate denial of the charge, and his prayer for some 
agency to avail for his successful defence. The stranger 
bids the culprit be of good cheer, promises to be a 
friend, tells him that the loving eye of a just God is 
on him even in his dungoon, and departs. Within 
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an hour, a petitioD was -written. How clearly riaes 
Goldsmith's striking picture : 

" The wretch condemned with life to par^ 
BtUl, Htill, on hope raliea. 
And ever; puig that rends his heait 
Bids expectation liae." 

Tlie petition, worded ae follows, was on its rapid 
way: 
"To hia Excellency., the Q-ovemor of K&ntucky : 

" HoxoKED Sm : Within the prison of this town, a 
man condemned to death within a month ie slowly 
dying. 

" His name is Charies Brooks. His uonuDal ofience 
is mnrder. With one hand on his heart, one on God's 
book, and his eyes toward Heaven, be has sworn thiB 
day that he is innocent of the charge. 

" I beg of you, hear this joint petition of my wife, 
my daughter and myself, that yon give him offiiual 
respite, until he has had a new trial, and his guilt or 
the reverse be fully determined. 

" I beseech of you be kind. ' Blessed are the merci- 
ful, for they shall obtain mercy.' 

" With greatest regard, I subscribe myself, 
" Tour obedient servant and friend, 

"Jonathan Booua." 

In return came a maeeive document, enclosed in a 
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letter to Boone. Tbe outer form wae stamped with 
the official seal of the State, and directed 

" To the Sheriff' of the County of ." 

Inside were theee written words : 
"Greeting : 

" I hereby direct that the respite of Charles Brooks 
(now confined in yonr jail, under sentence of death) 
be extended &om this date for the space of one year, 
that he may have the benefit of a new trial. 

" I also request that he be at once transferred from 
his present quarters, and placed in as comfortable a 
location as yonr bnildiug can offer, with free inter- 
course with relatives, friends, and conusellors; also 
each personal liberty as you can safely grant, and all 
such comforts, delicacies and remedies as a kind nurse 
and skilful physician may suggest ; in which fail not. 
(Signed) " Govebnoe of KKNnrcKY." 

How dignified and serious is yonder Bench of 

Jndges I 

Age and wisdom are blended in their countenances ; 

jnstice and truth abide in their hearts. 

How startling and impressive is the bright array of 

scribes, attom^s, who fill the space within the railing- 
How eager is the gaze of the spectators, who crowd 

the court-room, even to the doors and beyond, and 
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trespassing on the narrow central pathway, which the 
police keep opea only by conetant care. 

And now the silence is broken by the court crier, 
who proclaims, " Hear ye, hear ye, all manner of per- 
sons here gathered, that this Court is now ready witli 
the case of the People of this Commonwealth against 
Cliarles Brooks, charged with the mnrder of Henry 
Adams, to which give full attention, orderly." 

The oase is called. 

He is led forward by the officers. His appearance 
is that of one from whose heart hope has not utterly 
fled. His step has strengthened. Silently he sinks to 
his set place. 

The putlic prosecutor addresses the Court, giv- 
ing the history of the case. He expresses his deep 
regret that the unwise and (he adds) the unwarranta- 
ble sympathy of certain persons has led to the expense 
and labor of a new trial. But ho will shrink from no 
duty; but, on the contrary, will defend justice and 
good government, and ferret out every villain, and 
bring him to justice. 

A host of witnesses will be brought forward to 
show that an unfriendly feeling had for some time ex- 
isted between the prisoner and the deceased. Words 
had been exchanged of a threatening cliaraeter. It 
will be shown that the dead man had a considerable 
sum of money in his possession, that Brooks knew it, 



that Brooks was in need of money, that Brooks waa 
found by the dead body, and the money gone, that an 
axe was found near by covered with blood, and that it 
was the property of Brooks, the prisoner. Thib in- 
dicated line of testimony was again followed, as in the 
former trial, when in addition the prosecation brought 
on a witness whose testimony had previously been 
clear as day. 

Be testified that he saw the prisoner and the 
murdered man in angry conversation, a little while 
previous to the fatal moment. When tliis witness 
■was cross-examined by Counsellor Sharp, who was the 
prisoner's lawyer, the question waa pnt to him, " At 
-what time in the afternoon did yon see these two men 
quarreOing ? " 

The witness said, "About the middle of the after- 
noon." 

Lawyer Sharp. — ^About what hour % 
Witness. — Oh, about three or four o'clock. 

Lawyer Sharp. — How many times did you see them 
quarrelling ? 

Witness. — Only that once. 

lawyer Sharp. — Are yon certain J 

Witness. — Yea, perfectly. 

Lawyer Sharp. — Kow if you saw them quarrelling 
only onee, and that being three or four o'clock in the 
afternoon, how did it happen that on the previous trial 
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jon awore that it was in the evening, between eix and 
seven, that yoa saw them qnarrelling } 

Up springs the lawyer for the prosecntion, claiming 
that his witness did not say in the evening on the pre- 
vioas examination, but stated it was in the middle of 
the day, or rather past 

Zav>yer S/tarp. — I appeal to the Court. Let the 
record be brought. 

By order of the Court, the records of the previous 
examination were produced, and it was shown that the 
witness had made a very bad slip. The counsel for 
the defence then arose and said : 

" May it please this Honorable Court : This build- 
ing has been erected by the people of this CommoQ- 
wealth for the purposes of justice. Ton have beea 
olothed with high prerogatives for the express design 
of discovering truth, according to law, and these jurors 
are sworn to do justice between man and man, accord- 
ing to testimony. Now, gentlemen of the Bench, I 
move yon that all the witnesses who are to appear and 
testify at this investigation shall be kept apart until 
they have lieen examined and cross-examined." 

Great opposition was made to this arrangement by 
the prosecution, as an enfriugemeut of custom and civil 
rights and personal liberty ; but the Bench of Judges 
uuanimongiy decided that no injustice could be done to 
either party, and accordingly separation was decreed. 
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The prosecution and defence banded in a list of 
witnesses, who were placed in an apartment, nnder 
Bupervision of officers sworn not to allow any conver- 
sation by words or sign. This having been done, the 
croBS-examination of the witness was resumed. 

Suffice it to say, that this witness was made to give 
an account of himself and doings during the day, and 
also, as far as be knew, of bis two companions ; and 
when he left the stand he was generally looked upon 
as a perjured man, and with too treacherous a memory 
to be of much account as witness in a high criminal 
eourt. Then the other two leading witnesses were 
examined, who testified to being present at the qimn-el, 
and to having discovered the prisoner near the dead 
body ; also to his alarm and confusion, and subsequent 
confession. But when they were taken nnawares out 
of a certain track, none of their accounts were in agree- 
ment. One contradicted another, and as no one knew 
what the other had affirmed, or what he would be 
called npon to explain ; and as Lawyer Sharp was a 
most skilful inquisitor, and the Judges gave him the 
utmost liberty of cross-examination, therefore, in con- 
sequence of this mutual contradiction, the testimony 
of these three leading men was, on motion, declared 
unworthy of belief, and by order of the Conrt entirely 
struck out, and the men themselves held in custody 
to await examination on charge of conspiracy and per- 
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jury. Nor was this all. An unastia] excitement waa 
noticed at the door of the court house, and soon two 
officers came in, whose breasts were adorned by the 
stars and badges of the Cincinnati police. Between 
them walked a man haud-cuffed and pinioned. These 
officers gave to the Presiding Judge a docament from 
the Mayor of the city, and the Chief of the Cincinnati 
police, stating that the prisoner they brought had been 
arrested in that city for disorderly conduct. Also that 
previous to arrest, while in a drunken frolic, he had 
boasted of being concerned in the murder of Henry 
Adams, and said that it was too bad to have a person 
by the name of Brooks executed for a crime of which 
Brooks was not guilty. This man, named Smith, was 
brought forward, and at his own request, by decree of 
the Court, was allowed to tnrn State's evidence. 

He implicated the three men who had already tes- 
tified, as well as confessed his own participation. The 
three were c^onfronted with him, and, by advice of 
counsel, confessed all. The jury, without leaving their 
seats, brought in a verdict of not guilty ; and the pris- 
oner Brooks, after having been six months in jail, and 
having suffered everything but death, waa compli- 
mented by the Court, and set at liberty. 

He fell oh the neck of his wife and wept for joy, 
and was then carried out in triumph on the shoulders 
of his neighbors and friends, 
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Catching a glimpse of his benefactor, Jonathan 
Boone, he grasped his hands, and in the intensity of his 
emotion could scarcely speak ; but soon could aay, 
" What can I do to thank and pay you for your manly 
services in my behalf, leading to free discharge from 
death ? " 

Boone nobly directed the happy man to thank 
Heaven, and not him, and that he rejoiced that Provi- 
dence had given him opportunity to serve a brother. 

The wife and children of the acquitted man fell at 
Boone's feet and called on God to bless him richly, 
while the neighbors made the hills resound with 
"shouts for the noble American," and prayers that 
God would raise up many such, who would elieer the 
depressed, raise up the fallen, and defend the innQfjent. 

"When this new exploit of Jonathan Boone became 
known, it raised him if possible still higher in popular 
esteem. 

One enthusiastic admirer went so far as to say in his 
presence that he must be more than human, to which 
the humble hero gave reproof with " Nay, brother, I 
am not as much as man should be ; I am only a priest 
of charity, a lover of my race, and an humble worker 
for that bright millennial day, when all people, loving 
their neighbors as themselves, shall lend a hand gently 
to help each other through this world to Heaven." 
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CHAPTER XXXVL 

AT length Jonathaa Boone conclnded to tarn hi» 
steps toward the North, designing eventually to 
reach England, and there to reat. Neighbors and 
friends crowded to hie side, begging him to arrange 
hie business affairs abroad, and then speedily to return 
and make Kentucky his home for the remainder of his 
life. 

But Boone replied, "No, dear friendB, I cannot. I 
am by birth an American ; but where doty calls me, 
there is my country. Multitudes who were bom in 
Europe have made America their residence, but in my 
case Providence has reversed the tide, 

" I leave the home of my childhood, the graves of 
my parents, and these scenes of your present kindness, 
with deep regret, and also with delightful memories. 

« But there are voices that call me back over the 
great waters. One voice is that of a brave Captain 
Blake, who was a second father to me. He calls me 
from his grave, to watch over his remains till I sleep 
by his side. 

" Another voice calls me from the grave of his 
daughter Helen, the wife of my early manhood, and 
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the mother of this my daughter Mary, who by humftn 
greed was stolen from me as a child, bat by a kind 
Providence is now restored to me a loving woman. 
Other roices spring np from the cottages of my tenants, 
to whoiD, by the generosity of Captain Blake, I am 
enabled (they being judges) to be a gentle and liberal 
landlord. 

*' Other voices come from my neighbors and friends, 
whose loving acquaintance I have made in the land 
of my adoption. By God's grace I have striven to do 
my dnty in both continents, and I look for happiness 
in both worlds. Id the final disposal of my estate, I 
design that both nations shall have a share j and to 
your kind regard I commend my relatives and my 
good name. I have now no desire save to enjoy the 
society of my family ; and then *to sleep near to the 
brave Captain, and between my Helen and Catherine. 

" Friends and kindred, I bid yoa all a long, per- 
haps a final, but a loving farewell." 

And thus it was that Boone, and wife and daughter, 
tamed their faces northward, and east. 

In due time they reached the handsome and pros- 
perous City of Baltimore. 

Boone hastened to the graves of his former friends, 
Krs. Lee and Isaac. The mde memorials of stone 
still marked the place of their rest. 

At his command, a handsome marble column took 
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their place, telling to ages to come that the former 
"had made poverty illustrious by goodness," while the 
latter " had at evening led the homeless to a home." 

Desiring to perpetuate some active remembrance 
of the spot where he had spent bo many happy years, 
Boone raade efforts to purchase tlie land on which once 
Btood the widow's cottage, designing to build thereon 
a Holly Tree Inn, and to endow it sufficiently to afford 
refreshments and lodgings to worthy poor at a mere 
nominal cost. But when the owner discovered his 
means and design, he covetously doubled his price, and 
the enterprise desisted. On inquiry he discovered that 
the learned pastor had gone to his rest, and so had the 
good physician, but Booue found descendants of each, 
who did not decline his courteous liberality. He 
visited the site of the old store, and was distressed to 
learn that his former employer had long since failed 
in business, that his wife could not endure the shock 
of poverty, and had sunk down to her grave in sullen 
pride, and that her husband had long been out of town, 
and had lately died at an advanced age. 

After a most agreeable sojourn, he turned south- 
ward again to the City of Washington, where he spent 
the winter holidays of 1878-'9, and afterward delayed, 
gazing on the smooth movement of that -vast govern- 
mental tnachinery that controls the greatest nation on 
the globe. 
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Desiring to pa; respect to the CEiief Magistrate of 
the Amerieaa Union, he called upon President Hayes 
at the Capitol. 

He tbund him and his Cabinet in official session, 
counselling with one another in regard to the best in- 
terests of the Great Republic. 

When the messenger announced the name, at once 
the doors Sew open by official direction. 

The President took hina by the hand, and in the 
name of the people welcomed him to the Capitol. 

Then turning to his constitutional council, he in- 
troduced them all by name, and still holding him by the 
band, said, " Gentleipen, here we have a man of whom 
Humanity has reason to be proud. He has exempli- 
fied the loftiest precepts by the most brilliant ex- 
ample. 

" Here in B«publican Ameiica, titles are but lightly 
held, yet in the realm of the affections, goodness is 
always great. I feel honored in presenting to yon 
Jonathan Boone, by the world's consent, ' Prince of 
kindness.' " 

Boone returned their salutations with coarteous 
dignity, and hoped that his presence would not in- 
terrnpt the conncil. 

The President replied, " Certainly not ; but you 
mnst not be a silent spectator ; you must bear a share 
in this work. W^e ask your guidance, and trust we 
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shall be permitted to avail onreelves of yonr jndgment 

and experience." 

Soon the great Soathem reconstrnction qiieetion 
was before the mind, and some accorded prominence 
to the established method of the Administration of 
freedom from all external restraint, and only giving 
kind connsel and gentle guidance, but no harsh inter- 
ference or cloudy suspicion, while others doubted. 

The President called on the visitor for his opinion. 
Silence prevailed, while Boone slowly answered, 
" CsAErrr never faileth." 

When about to leave, Boone was invited to inspect 
the various Departments of the Government, which he 
promised to do, and was requested to become a guest 
of the Executive Mansion. 

In acceptance of this conrteous hospitality, Jona- 
than Boone and wife and daughter dined, supped, 
slept, and breakfasted in the White House at Wash- 
ington, and departed with grateful recollections of the 
President and his family. 

The following day he stood in front of the stu- 
pendous Capitol, and surveyed its mighty dome, shel- 
tering the halls of the servants as the dome of the 
Constitution slielters the million homes of the sovereign 
people. 

He went within, and visited the Hall of Congres- 
sional Kepresentatives and the Chamber of Senators, 
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and alBo the Supreme Ck>art Hoom of the Union ; and 
departed praiBing Giod, who in one century has bo 
nourished the puritan acorn that it has grown into a 
Federal oak, beneath whose genial shade fortj national 
States safely abide most grandly. He visited the 
wondrous Patent Office, the great national asylum for 
tBe ofEflpring of Invention ; the Smithsonian Institute 
and great Treasury, etc. 

Then, with a serious joy, he followed the classic 
Potomac to Mount Vernon, where sleeps Washinffion. 

Standing by Washington's tomb Boone said; 

" My native land, God bleaa thee. 

I know the North, and love it, 

I know the South and love and pity— and would cherieh it. 

I know the East and honor it. 

I know the West and expect great things from it ; and front 

all the Cnion in the exerciae of Vigiianee, Courage, Jut- 

tiee, and Charttt that never faUeth." 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

A T length tliere came to their hotel a geatleman 
- ^^ whose manners were at once courtly and gracious. 
His card bore the name of Colonel Eichard Morris, of 
Kentucky. Warm were the mutual congratulations. 

The year was up. 

Kindly cherished by wise nature, love rooted in the 
heart, bloomed ia the eyes, and bore its precious fruit 
in life. 

Invitations to the wedding were given to those 
families in Washington society whose acquaintance had 
been made. Among them were Jndgtss, Senators, 
Members of Congress, Cabinet and Foreign Ministers, 
and the President and family. 

The ceremony at the church being over, the guests 
proceeded to the hotel, where a grand entertainment 
was prepared. 

Winged by joy and hospitality, the hours flew by, 
■while sentiments were exchanged, praying for peace 
and prosperity to all the nations of the world. 

In a few weeks more the Colonel and his bride, 
promising soon to visit England, departed for their 
Southern home. 
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£oone and Catherine, with their kindred that re- 
mained, bade farewell to Washington City, and jour- 
neyed Northward. They delayed a brief period in 
Philadelphia, surveying the grounds made immor- 
tal not only by Kevolutionary events, but by the Cen- 
tennial glories. 

As the spring of 1879 was smiling from behind 
the clonds, and above the winds of JUarch, Boone and 
wife proceeded to view the great Niagara Falls. 

Then they advanced to the city of Ottawa, capital 
of the British Provinces of Canada. 

As the world knows, the Manjuis of Lome, a Scot- 
tish nobleman of great wealth and refinement, held 
the responsible and honorable position of Governor 
General, his wife being the amiable, accomplished, 
handsome and mnch- loved Boyal Princees Lonise, 
daughter of Victoria and Albert, Queen and Prince 
of England. 

Here Jonathan Boone was greeted as an old neigh- 
bor and friend, and, with Ma wife, enjoyed the well- 
known Canadian hospitaUty in that princely residence, 
Eideau Hall. 

Then with his eye on the renowned land of New 
England, he moved onward, and at length Bunker Hill 
and Fanenil Hali, and Boston, with all its ancient 
fame of patriotism and all its modern glories of learn- 
ing and trade, saluted him. 
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Out on the bay he sails, -wliile from its starry eyes 
night flashes forth the Majesty of God ; and in the 
front the radiant town curves round. He joumeys oa 
from sea to land. At length he reaches the Walkill 
Valley, and feasts his eyes on the fair land of Orange 
County. He enjoys the happy rural life of his grand- 
children. 

Then with his thoughts beyond the ocean, he ap- 
proaches the Western World's great wonder, impetuouE 
New York. He was charmed by the magnificent 
bay, and the fairy shores that enclose it. He was 
bewildered by the wide extending streets and avenues, 
flanked by colossal buildings and places of interest. 

Leaving his friends at the hotel, Boone went oot 
to do what he could for the welfare of his race. Ko 
line of honest action was neglected that promised to 
lead to good results. 

His first exploit was to buy out the entire stock of 
an old apple-woman ,at her very lowest figures for cash, 
and after payment, restored it all before her wonder- 
ing eyes. At & street corner he met an aged man, who 
begged a penny iu the name of God. 

Boone took him aside, and heard his plaintive story 
of hunger and distress. He followed the pauper to his 
wretched cellar, 

That conGrmed his plea, 
And mirrared all his povertj, 
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Boone fed and clothed the wretched inmates, paid 

for the room a whole year in advance, and gave them 
"the receipt. After which he produced a pledge of 
Total Abstinence from strong drink, to which the 
grateful strangers afdxed their trembling names i 

" Not more <lid motlier Cyrene bless Apollo's sou. 
Who would to realms ot watery Proteas come, 

— The Shepherd ot the Seas. 
This said, with nectar she her son aanolntH, 
InfuBlng vigor through his mortal joints. 
Down from hie head the liquid odors ran, 
He breathed of Heaven, and looked above a man." 
Thus Boone, from vault eo damp and attic cold, 
Betiuned lefceehed, and with a fragrant soul. 

Then he visited the dungeon of " The Tomba," and 
cheered the miserable occupants by his gentle couoBel 
and delicate charity. 

Thence to the public court he went, and found a 
noble recreation in paying the flnes of some, and back- 
ing the bonds of others, and convincing all that poverty 
and misfortune are often a self-made curse. 

Nor did he confine his kindness to criminals of the 
milder sort, or those whose offences were the result of 
sudden temptation or ravenous desire. These were 
tenderly upbraided, and skilfully encouraged. 

But he also looked with sorrowful compaesion on 
even villains of the basest infamy. He wept with 
murderers, reasoned with thieves, and plead with slaves 
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of flaming pftBsion'. But he strove to gain the reforma- 
tion of the criminale hy making them hate and forsake 
their crimes, and cherish a noble ambition, leading to 
a purer life. 

He sought to convince them that crime was not 
only a breaking of the law, but a stab at the heart of 
humanity, and an insult to God ; and that self-defence 
demanded its prompt and complete repression. 

One offender awoke his liveliest interest. 

He was a young man, of excellent education and 
polished manners. His family moved in the highest 
circles, and for many generations had been honest and 
honorable. But of late the wheel of fortune had 
bronght him only blanks ; and rather than step down 
to the safe plane of economy, he climbed the deceitfnt 
slope of villainy, and stumbling, fell to infamy. Boone 
took him by the hand, and said, " My brother, I mingle 
my tears with yours, and beg of you to keep good 
courage, and some day this cold darkness of restraint 
may be exchanged for the warm sunlight of liberty." 

The prisoner quickly answered, " Sir, within this 
cell I have confirmed a truth that pays me athousand- 
fold for all my sorrow, a truth capable of revolutioniz- 
ing society, and, joined to charity, of making earth a 
imi versa! palace." 

Boone anxiously entreated him to reveal this great 
truth. The culprit said, " Others told me of it long 
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before, but now I have found it trae, and this it is : 
'Orime is a mistake, dJBhonesty is always a blunder.' " 

Oceasionally tbere was a dash of humor in Boone's 
generosity. When in a strange city, one of his ways 
was to patronize the newsboys very liberally, and thea 
to leave the bundle of papers with some poor or crip- 
pled vender, to be sold, and the proceeds kept until 
called for, which time never came. 

On this particular dayin New York, Boone's fancy 
took another freak. He called a dozen bootblacks 
together, and engaged them to give a hundred news- 
boys a " right good shine." 

It was jolly fun to see the artists hunting up their 
customers. How the bootblacks enjoyed it, especially 
the double pay, and how the newsboys enjoyed it, 
especially the cheapness and novelty ; and how, more 
than all, Boone enjoyed it every way. 

But the trouble was to find the hundred customers. 
Kunners were sent out in every direction to hunt them 
op and bring them in. " Billy Brown," " Tommy 
'Grey" "The Governor," "Judge," "Square Toes," 
" Fife-Plug," etc., were all waited on and polished up, 
but still they were short of the hundred. 

Then some one thought of little Johnnie B; 
but lo and behold I when he came, Johnnie could 
be made available, for he had no shoes. 

Boone cot the Gordian knot by producing a d 
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with which to pnrchase a pair. But when the glitter- 
ing coin was put into Johnnie's band, he bnrat out cry- 
ing and said, " Please, sir, I would rather go barefoot, 
and take this money home to mother to buy medicine 
for sister Martha." 

Boone was much affected with this pathetic state- 
ment ; but, controHing his emotions, told the lad, 
" Never mind, my boy, go and buy the shoes, and I'Jl 
give you more to bay the medicine for Martha." 
Boone slipped him another dollar to buy stockings 
and a cap, and awaited his retarn. 

Soon the boy and the cap, and the stockings, and 
the ehrfes, made their appearance all at once, amid the 
cheers of the crowd. Boone paid for the hundred, with 
the understanding that the remaining shines should be 
given when the customers appeared. 

He next bought ont the stock of the newsboys, 
which was at once returned to them, together with the 
cash, and then quickly Boone and Johnnie departed. 

In a tenement house they stopped. 

The mother was weeping. Poor Martha lay dying, 
and the father lay drunk. Boone dried the mother's 
tears with praises of her son ; brightened her daughter 
with smiles and flowers and grateful fruit, and as ho 
took his departure God's money shone upon the table. 

Late in the afternoon he returned to his hotel, 
fearful lest Catherine might chide him for delay. 
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But not 60. She welcomed him with kiBees, and 
in return for his account related in detail iiow she had 
spent the day. Tired with looking down on the con- 
etant movement of persons and vehicles on the street, 
she bad written letters to several friends in the State 
of Kentneky. Some were persons of large estate and 
^od repute, to whom she confided the care of certain 
worthy poor, whom she had formerly befriended ; and 
to whom she had also written to cheer them np by 
remembrance, not only by the written messages, bnt 
also by what they enclosed. Nor had she failed to 
visit several places of interest in the Metropolis, nor 
had artistic shopping been neglected, for Catherine 
was a delightful person, and a woman. 

When next the morning woke the flaming day, 
Boone determined to learn all he conld of that man 
who was the most renowned merchant that the world 
had ever known, whose generosity burning towns and 
struggling governments will never forget ; and what 
touched him more, one who had been so kind to 
Boone's own kin. He hastened over to Garden City, 
and there saw the magnificent Cathedral designed for 
the tomb of this merchant and his wife, and also the 
memorial Cathedral School of St. Paul. 

He was not ignorant, of the sad fact that the 
precious dnst was not then resting in its appointed 
place ; but he knew it was somewhere in the Empire 
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of Qod, and might be displaced, but could not be 
destroyed. " Alaa ! " cried Boone, " why do they not 
restore that which woald be a solace, but is now an 
additional gloom to private sorrow, and a cloud on 
humanity? Oh, ye bold men, tmet to private muniti- 
cence and public pardon I 

" Eetum the jewel to the casket, and men and 
angels, time and eternity, will cry, ' Well done ! ' 

" Remember death will come, and judgment Te 
may mar, but cannot destroy ; and Stewart's beet monu- 
ment is inviiuble, historic and eternal." 

Ee-crossing the river, Boone surveyed the wondrous 
iron bridge — Art's miracle, the waters to divide — and 
then inspected the vast stores of 

A. T. Stewart & Co., 
covering many acres, giving employment to thousands, 
and forming a prominent Pictu/re of Life in the great 
Metropolis. Also he gave a serious look upon the 
marble palace where the angel of Sweet Charity, clad 
in mourning, awaits the opening of the eternal gates. 
0-od cheer the widow, whose kindDcss falls softly as 
the flakes of enow, alike on Protestant and Catholic, 
Jew and Gentile t 

Long may she linger, blessing and blest I 
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CHAPTER XSXVIII. 



A KD now the steamer stepping from the dock, 



-ti- 



begins its long and lonesome journey, bemng 



Jonathan Boone and Catherine, his wife, to theii 
hoDje in Windsor, England. 

Ae the good ship Gallia, of the Oonard line, goes 
down the Bay, their weeping eyes bid farewell to 
H^ew York. When ont upon the open sea, they 
-watched the last sammits of their native land fade like 
a dream away. And he said, " Dear America, change 
not thy course, nor falter 



Te liverB poar yoat treasurcB to tbe eea, wMIe 
States grow up to grandeur iu their prairied neat, 
Nourished and warmed by golden com and snowj sheep ; 
Dear land of God and WaBhiugtou, farewell I 

During the voyage the ocean slept, and when at 
length the Highlands of Britain rose in view, Boone 
led his wife upon the deck, and both beheld with eyes 
quite dimmed with joy. Boone said, " I leave the 
Mecca of my heart, and hail the Canaan of my destiny. 

"Welcome kind realm, one home of order, rever- 
ence, freedom, industry and courage ; stand ye forever, 
Britain, firm anchored in the sea, while breaks over the 
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hill-tops of comiDg ages the light of the Milleuniam, 
when all Europe, 

Not England, but e\ul\ English be, 
la thought and deed and libertj. 

They leave the ocean and enter the Koyal river. 
Not dish or goblet more could please the palate, nor 
song thesonl, than Thames the eye. The invisible city 
of the mind is peopled with the heroes of memory ; 
the slioresof the visiblestreain are lined with luanBions 
of trade, the air is filled with the voices of industry, 
and the hills are aglow with verdant beauty. Still 
grows the maritime array ; and England's grace and 
glory expand the heart. 

Tbej Tiew aloft the squadrons of the ekj 
In fleecy grandeur sailing by, 
Steam-movlDg ships of al«e1,Bmaiing ahow, 
Albion's great prida su rpass the cloada below. 
Britain's vast Palace, London they behold, 
Wondrous with lite, and rich nith more than gold. 
Athens and Rome, united in one town. 
That doth the Royal river crown. 

They survey London, in its airy bridges, its earthen 
tunnels, its happy parks, its renowned libraries, its 
dizzy spires, its interminable streets, its halls of Justice, 
its Abbey, home of giants, where peaceful and silent 
sleep warrior and poet ; its merciful hospitals, its iron 
hanks of gold, its mighty Parliament honses, where 
Lords, Bishops, Laymen, gently contend for mastery in 
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patriotism ; its Bterling press, skilfully reticent an3 
■wisely bold, its sleepless police and terrible Tower. 

Yet weli coQTiiiced, while these thej see, 
" Roma was. London is, New York will be 
The greatest citj o( the three," 

They land. They hasten to the Royal Borough 
of Windsor, twenty-three miles from London, and find 
the town arrayed in its best holiday attire. Quickly 
Boone eeeks his home, and on the way is greeted with 
the loud welcomings of friends. At Lis mansion door 
he finds a messenger in Court costume of scarlet, with 
golden bands, bearing a written message, inviting 
Jonathan Boone and wife to the high ceremonials of 
the day. Membera of the Court and Government from 
London, and of the Diplomatic service, are on the 
streets, which are vocal with the merry crowds. Amid 
the throng, staff officers in scarlet nniforms and flut- 
tering plumes are seen, and on the open streets, 
troopers of blue and Berkshire rifles. Multitudes of 
balconies are gay with banners ; and twined among 
them Boone and Catherine gladly behold the stars and 
stripes of the Great Eepublic. 

All things recall the day when, sixteen years ago, 
the gracious Prince of Wales wedded the graceful 
Princess Alexandra of Denmark. 

From the crest of the hill the mighty Windsor 
Castle silently looks down. 'Tis noon. 
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St. Geoi^'B Cb^wl is aglow, flanked by the pon- 
derone beef-caters of England, brave yeomen of the 
Gnard. Lord Beaconefield, the Premier, the Dnke 
of Sntlierland, the Archbishop of Canterbury, Biehops 
of London, "Wiiichester, Oxford, Worcester, and the 
Dean of Windsor, a brother of Wellington, are present. 

Then from the castle the royal carriages depart, in 
one of which, drawn by six small and beautiful horses, 
comes the Empress Queen. The scene within the 
chapel is impressive. The doors are opened as the 
royal gaests approach, led by the steward of the house 
in fnll costume. 

Princes and Priuceeses of Britain, Prussia, Gter- 
mauy, ilussia, Denmark, Belgium, India, illustrate tlie 
splendor of a kingly realm. For a aeason silence 
reigns over royalty, and then the clarions of the trum- 
peters ring out, and in the solemn, reverent hush that 
follows, arrayed in black, adorned with heraldic rib- 
bons and crosses and a diamond ci-own, preceded by 
the Garter King at Arms and the Lord Chamberlain, 
comes in, majestic and serene, the prime mother of the 
age, the most iilustrioas of all fcmale sovereigns, Vic- 
toria, Qneen of England, Empress of India. Princess 
Beatrice and Albert Victor closely follow, with the 
great officers of the household. 

After a brief interval the trampets ' floond the 
entrance of the groom. 
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Prince Arthur, Dnke of Connaaght, is supported 
by liis brothers, the Prince of Wales and the Duke of 
Kdinbai^h. Ouce more the trumpets souad the en- 
trance of the bride, nieee of William, Emperor of 
Germany, and daughter of Frederick Charles, She is 
arrayed in bridal white, with veil of lace and wreath 
of orange blossoma. Eight beautiful maidens of noble 
blood bear her train, which is thirteen feet long. Their 
names are Lady Ela Sackville Kussell, eldest daughter 
of the Duke and Duchess of Bedford ; Lady Georgi- 
anna Elizabeth Spencer Churchill, daughter of the 
Duke and Duchess of Marlborough ; Lady Blanche 
Conyngham, eldest daughter of the Marquis and 
Harcbioness of Conyngham ; Lady Adelaide Louisa 
Jane Taylor, eldest daughter of the Marquis of Head- 
fort ; Lady Louisa Elizabeth Bruce, sister of the Earl 
of Elgin ; Lady Mabel Selina Bridgman, eldest daugh- 
ter of the Earl and Countess of Bradford ; Lady Cecilia 
Lelia Hay, eldest daughter of the Earl and Countess of 
ErroU ; and Lady Victoria Prederiea Caroline Edge- 
cumbe, eldest daughter of the Earl of Mount Edge- 
combe. 

Prominent among those invited, nearly all of whom 

were present, were Her Gracious Majesty Alexandrina 

Victoria, daughter of Edward, Duke of Kent, fourth 

• son of George III,, and of Victoria Mary Louise, of 

Saxo-Coburg-Saalfeld, relict of the Prince Leiningin. 
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King and Queen of Belgium 

Albert Edward, Prince of Wales, and heir to the 
Realm ; his wife, the charming Royal Princess Alex- 
andra of Denmark, and their children. 

Frederick William, Prince Imperial of Germany 
and FruEBia, and hie wife, the accomplished Crown 
Princese Victoria, eldest child of the Queen, and their 
children. 

The Princess Alice, Grand Duchesa of Hesse, in 
spirit only, for she slept, and her hasband, Prince 
Louis of HcBse, absent in grief. 

Alfred, the Royal Duke of Edinbnrgh,,and hie 
wife, the noble Princess Alexandrina, daughter of 
Alexander, Emperor of Russia. 

Prince Christian and his wife, the agreeable Royal 
Princess Hellena of England. 

The Marquis of Lome and his wife, the well-be- 
loved Royal Princess Louise of England, being absent 
in Canada. 

Arthur, Royal Duke of Connanght, and his bride, 
the good Princess Margaret of Prussia, 

Prince Leopold, the Benjamin of the flock. 

Royal Princess, kind Beatrice, the youngest dova 
in the nest. 

Prince Frantz von Teck and hie wife, Princess 
Mary of Cambridge, a granddaughter of George ILL, 
and cousin to the Queen. 
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Mahai'ajah Dhuleep Singh, of India, and wife. 

Frederick Cliarles, Bed Prince of Prussia, and ■ 
wife, parents of the bride. 

PriDces and Princesses of Coburg and Saxe-Coburg. 

Dnke of Cambridge, etc. 

Arthur and Margaret are married. Within is 
earnest blessing, without is loudest cheering, as the 
■wedded pair, escorted by a trOop of horse, dash off to 
Ciaremont House, in Surrey. 

As Jonathan and Catherine were standing in the 
vestibule of the chapel, after the service, he said, 
" What think you of all this 3 " She answered, " Fine 
feathers make fine birds, but I notice royalty ie only 
human. 

*' The Queen proved herself a subject of nature, as 
she allowed a Ladj of Honor to invest her at the door 
with a mantle of Miniver to protect her against the 
crispness of the air, as did also her daughter Beatrice 
assume a cloak of ermine. I heard a Prince speak of ■ 
hia coming dinner and a Princess of fatigue. And 
alas, alas 1 I saw crape on the livery, in memory of 
Alice, showing that royalty had died." 

3y courtesy of the Grand Chamberlain, Boone and 
his bride drove to the Castle, where they dined and 
also supped, and talked until the midnight stars shone 
down upon the keep. Nothing else would do, and so 
Boone and Catherine slept in Windsor Castle. When 
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it became known to Her Majesty, Boone and bride 
breakfasted with Royalty. Also were present some 
honored guests, officers of the realm, and also royal 
gnests who bad remained over after the wedding. 

"With pleasing kindness Victoria welcomed her 



Catherine said, " By God's command. Time has 
tonched yonr Majesty very lightly. Last night I 
dreamed." 

Victoria. — Dreams in one's first-slept bed are credi- 
ble, some do imagine ; tell us, I pray. 

Catherine. — First I saw a rude people, whose cities 
were the forests ; and then the pictare clianged, and I 
saw the forests moving on all waters, heard the whirl 
of machinery, saw smoking furnaces, fields of grain 
and meadows, babes on bended knees ; then chapels 
and cathedrals ; saw children with painted blocks, then 
schools and colleges ; saw boys at games, then smoking 
■ fleets and trampling armies. 

Upon the walls of sleep I saw the matron of her 
time, a monarch wise, devout, kind, dignified, pnnatnal, 
just, leading her son to a throne. Five blended crowns 
adorned her brow, and each a landscape bore in gems 
mosaicked ; one was of mighty towns and castles, moun- 
tain sentried on the North ; a second of sea-waehed 
emeralds covering meadows ; a third of bazaars, jungles, 
jewels ; fourth, a continent at anchor ; fifth, an oat- 
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stretched mantle over harvests and forests, and over 
waters falling headlong, and then foaming to the 
ocean. And I saw a multitude, as of an hundred and 
fif tj million, crowd to kise their royal mother, and 
then wait God's own time, which is always best, to 
crown her son. 

Disraelli, the Premier. — Bravo ! thank G-od I The 
dream is an honest Tision. The fancy of the night 
endnres the light of day. You saw Britain and her 
Empress Queen. Here ia her Majesty, and Britain 
waits to greet yon. 

When the morning meal was ended, free conversa- 
tion ensaed with all who were present. 

Frederick William, heir to the Imperial Crown of 
Germany, took Jonathan Boone by the hand and 
ardently said, " All the German people, as well 
myself and wife, would gladly welcome you at t 
Golden Wedding of our father and mother, whii 
occurs on June Hth, 1879. Americans are favorit 
throughout the world, but nowhere more so than 
the Fatherland." Boone thanked him warmly for \ 
civility, and added ; " Tour worthy father, King W 
liam, is an honored man among men. To enjoy f 
half a eentarj the love of a faithful wife, the affeetii 
of a great and loyal people, and the blessing of an In 
nite God, is a crowning glory in the annals of Tim 
Bear my best wishes, and those of my wife, to yo 
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illuatriotia sire and mother, and tell them that Berlin 
may see hb on that day." 

But we can delay no longer in these royal halls. 

At ati appointed time, Buone's tenantry came to 
his mansion to welcome him and his bride. 

A large portion of the estate lay beyond Windsor, 
and even Berkshire ; but the people came early, not- 
withstanding the distance. Men, women and children 
cast their proud eyes over the hills toward the mighty 
castle, and saluted the British flag that floated from 
the Kound Tower, and then turned toward the home 
of their good friend Boone, which being reached, a 
contented tenantry cheered a generous landlord. As 
for Catherine, we need only say that the same womanly 
goodness that blessed Kentucky then shone in Eng- 
land. To the children she was a mother, to their 
parents a friend, to her husband a crown of glory. 

Thrice daily waa their table spread, 

&t whicli tlie poor in rapture fed. 

No growling moiiBterB doubly showed 

Their teeth, and — " Strangers, keep the road." 

As for Jonathan and Catherine, a few words will 
tell it all. At first they loved each other, and kept on, 
making charity their occupation, learning their diver- 
sion and religion their hope, and thus acquired that 
most consummate art of gracefully growing old, and 
becoming fit to enjoy the fearful heritage of Life 
Eternal. 
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Wbite nodding forest and the santight glade 
In Nature's verdant llTery stands arrayed. 
Some English Tjtiras gathers now hia throng 
Beneath the rustic beech, with pipe and song ; 
Some join the dance, while some recline 
Beneath the eTer-m uttering pine. 
Here twilight hours by melody l>eguiled 
(Id distant towns, by infamy defiled), 
All bear good tidings to the Court of Fate, 
Where pens recording, messages await. 
Nor Boone nor Catherine had the wish to stay 
The tides of joy that bote the hours away. 
Just as the moon had paced the starry hill 
The throng departed, and the lawn was still, 
Some other evening, through the dewey air, 
Bose up to Heaven the welcome voice of prayer ; 
The sparkling lamps were in the cedars hnng. 
And chimes of Zion to the skies were rung. 
And when the silver morn 
Greeted the golden day, 
Apd birds beside the meadow brook 

Their honest homage pay, 
TJp rose themaa and spouse 
With eager foot and hand, 
To carry out some work 
Their heart bad planned. 
To yonder cottage pleasures seldom come. 
Where Age and Penury make their home ; 
There sorrow's weight all earthly hopes have crushed. 
But grace divine hath Nature's murmq rings hushed. 
Scarce dare the wife light embers of the fire. 
Lest colder grow the night as they expire ; 
Cuts the dry loaf with moistened eye, but trne. 
That morning, if it come, may have its portion too. 
Here lived in tidy poverty a pair, 
When Catherine's phaeton hasted there ; 
A load of richer viands, warmer garments bore. 
Because they scorned to beg, she brought them to their di 
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With jojf qI beBTt, her charitj aapplied 
The pcxir a cottage, while they lived, 

A co£Gd when they died. 
Reared a neat tombsUiBe at an early day. 
And dropt the tear of memory where they lay. 

With daily papers, volames old and new. 
Time sped, yet how they scarcely know ; 
Boone aad his darling wife 
Wisely enjoyed their wondrous life. 
Within the porch at Windsor through the day. 
They walked the Ancient Claaaic way. 
Saw brave old Priam eeek liia murdered boy. 
Then aad and silent enter weeping Troy ; 
Or read the tender Virgil's polished verse. 
Which ^neaa' settlement rebesTBe ; 
Perused with clouded eye and Htifled breath 
Of Dido's burning passion, and her death ;■ 
Bead varied Dryden. poliehed Pope, 
Johnston, and Campbell, Bard of Hope, 
Goldsmith's good Vicar, Pollock's Course of Time, 
gbakeapeare so true, and Milton so sublime ; 
Bead Webster's Logic, Irving's Bparkliog pa^, 
Franklin's Poor Richard, and the German sage. 
Wotclied o'er Don Quiiole in his windmill war. 
Confiding Sancho with proTerbial lore. 
With eyes firm fixed npon Lite's closing day, 
Followed the Christian Fiigrira on his way. 
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TDERLIN lay bathed in goidon sunlight, while the 
-'— ' cannon thundered, and the people cheered on 
the Golden Wedding day of William I., Iron Impe- 
rial King of PrnBsia, snd of hie Koyal bride, the 
DnchesB .Marie Louise Augusta Catherine of Saxe< 
Weimar, now Empress of mighty Germany. Yes, 
Berlin— 

Beaatilul Beilia — Berlin so gteM and wise. 

Bloomed like a. damask, roae before their woud'ring; eyes. 

Of all terrestrial powers, the greatest is that of the 
people. When they hate, they hate to death, as 
bloody revolutions have always shown; and when 
they love, they love with all their heart, as Berlin and 
Prussia, and Germany showed that day, 

For Kaiaec and EmpreaH of tlie Land of the Bhine, 

With love stronger than iron, and svreeter than wine. 

Unter den Linden was a splendid spectacle, with 
its palaces and public buildings adorned with banners 
and wreaths of evergreen, and the roadway tilled with 
coaches, and the sidewalks filled with eons and daugh- 
ters of the Fatherland, some glittering in uniforms, 
with helmets and plumes, some singing songs, some 



366 A PTCTUBE OF LIFE. 

wearing the modest blue com flower — a floral favorite 
of the Emperor. 

As the people cried, "God bless William and 
Augusta ! " Booue answered, " God bless all Ger- 
many I " 

From tbc Imperial Palace, down the Linden to the 
ancient Castle of the Schloss, poared the great human 
tide. 

Within the great Weisse Saal (White Saloon) of 
the Oastle, members of the German nobility, army, 
navy and public service, Eoyal guests, and Foreign 
Minietere, members of the press, and learned professors, 
gathered to congratulate the Ernperor William and 
the Empress Augusta on their fiftieth wedding day. 

The Crown Prince Frederick and the Crown 
Princess Victoria and their three darlings welcomed 
the guests. Here was seen in full display the splendor 
of the German Court, not only the most brilliant of to* 
day, but also of all modern times. 

Kings, Princes, Dukes and men ol bigh degree, 
Princess and DncheBB, Dames, fair as fair conld be. 
Bore diamond ialaada on a. velvet sea. 

In true German style, the Emperor and Empress 
kissed the favored guests, some on^ne cheek and some ■ 
on both, and then, in front of the huge criieitix of 
gems, exchanged wedding rings as they did fifty j-ears 
ago. The Bishop invoked God's blessing, and one 
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hnndred cationB cried "Amen!" Around the bride 
and groom stood some of the world's choicest aristoc- 
racy — Prioeess Louise and friends, the Dnke of Edin- 
burgh and wife, of England ; the Grand Dukes Alexis 
and Michael, son and brother of the Great Alexander 
of RuEsia'; Prince Frederick Charles and his wife, 
Maria of Anhalt ; King of Saxony, Prince Frederick 
of the Netherlands, Prince Arnalph of Bavaria, and 
the royal families of Baden, Mecklenburg-Schwerein 
and Mecklenburg- Strelitz, and many others. Boone 
■whispered to Catherine: "This is a gay Picture of 
Life t " Then shaking hands with Prince Bismarck and 
American Minister White, silently adding, " God bless 
all Germany," quietly departed, as William put ten 
thousand thalers in the hands of the poor of Berlin. 
At night bonfires blazed along the Rhine for sixty 
miles. 

They jonrueyed quietly through the land, and saw 
Europe in its varied social life, and turned toward Aus- 
tria, whose Emperor and Empress had lately celebrated 
their Silver Wedding, amid popular blessing and courtly 
splendor. Then they hasted tosnnny France, an'' ='"" 
magnificent Paris. 

But hark I — what sound is that they bear ! ' 
dead ! " " The Prince Louis is dead 1 " " Kaj 
IV. has fallen in Africa, and Imperialism in I 
is entombed by his ade ! " 
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Soberly they joarney to the tomb of the first Ks- 
poleoD Bonaparte in the Invalides. As Boone reriews 
his wondrona career at Paris, Moscow, Waterloo, and 
St. Helena, he points to Napoleon's grave and says: 
" Here softly sleeps the aoatij Corsican." 

Boone and Catherine hasten home to Windsor, 
England, and gladly learn that the present Qneen Yic- 
toria and the future Qneen Alexandra have not failed 
to ponr the oil of sympathy into the pierced heart of 
the desolate Empress Engenie at Chisselhnrst. Cath- 
erine said: "Alas I for he was her only child, and 
she a widow ! " 

Bnt BQch is the wondrous will of the Snpreme. God 
bless France, who in our National struggle one han< 
dred years ago pleaded with the British Crown with 
ceremonies of fire and steel to let God's people go I 
King George slowly bnt wisely let loose his hand, for 
which Colambia cries to-day, " God bless Britain I " 

And now has come an event that sots the world to 
thinking. At a Znla's stab an Empire sinks and a 
Bepnblie anchors to the rock. But Lonls — ^the Impe- 
rial Prince of France — so young, accomplished, and so 
fair, brave as a hero, gentle as a maiden, by the good- 
ness of bis heaxt and the ronghnesa of his fate, has 
written his immortal name amid Good's fadeless stars, 
and from his grave comes the prophetic voice, " Fair 
France, hold fast to Liberty ! A nation is more than a 
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&mi]y, and happiness ie better than grandeur ! Dear 
France, to thrive for time and for eternity, fear God, 
love Justice and Fraternity." 

Fame's fragrajit vrea.th that PariaD brow adorns 
Which hath escaped a crown of thorna. 
Fair was his face and brSire bis heart, 
Ah well be knew he played his part. 
With these, good mother, be thou satisfied, 
Who hoped a splendid Empire and a Ro^l bride. 

As for Boone and wife, they lived lovingly. Cath- 
erine decked Helen's grave with flowers and said to her 
husband, " Hereafter we both will claim yoa, as two 
parents claim one child, without a thought of rivalry." 

Here for a usasOQ let them toil and rest. 

Where sfaall their ^iritt be 
When flowers bloom o'er their hreastBT 
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